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nA. CHURCHILL. 


IN THREE VOLUMES, 


WITH THE LIFE OF TEE AUTHOR. 


The Muſe's office was by Heav'n deſign'd 

To pleaſe, improve, inſtruct, reform, mankind; 

To make dejected Virtue nobly riſe 

Above the tow'ring pitch of ipleadid Vice; 

To make pale Vice, abaſh'd, her head hang down, 
And, trembling, crouch at Virtue's awful frown— 
But if the Muſe, too cruel in ker mirth, 

With harſh reflections wounds the man of worth 
Aſnam'd ſhe marks that paſſage with a blot, : 

And hates the line where candour was forgot. APOLOGY. 


—____— 


Bell's ſecond edition. 


VOrct, 


EDINBURG: 


AT TuE Apollo Preſs, BY THE MARTINS. 
Anno 1783. 
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THE LIFE OF 
CHARLES CHURCHILL. 


£13gentleman was the ſon of the Rev. Mr. Charles 
1urchill, Curate and Lecturer of St. John's in Weſt- 
inter, He was alſo educated in Weſtminſter-ſchool, 
d received ſome applauſe for his abilities from his 
tors in that famous ſeminary. His capacity, how- 
er, was greater than his application, fo that he re- 
ved the character of a boy who could do good if he 
WÞ::14. As the ſlighteſt accounts of perſons ſo noted 
: agreeable, it may not be amiſs to obſerve, that 
ving one day got an exerciſe to make, and from idle- 
zor inattention having failed to bring it at the time 
21nted, his maſter thought proper to chaſtiſe hini 
th ſome ſeverity, and even reproach his ſtupidity: 
dat the fear of ſtripes could not effect the fear of 
ne ſoon produced, and he brought his exerciſe the 
ct day Haiſhed in ſuch a manner, that he received 
publick thanks of all the maſters. 
till, however, it is to be ſuppoſed that his progreſs 
ne learned languages was but {low ; nor is it to be 
ndered at, if we conſider how diilicult it was for a 
ng imagination, ſuch as he was poſieſſed of, to 
form and walk tamely forward in the trammels of 
nool education: minds like his are ever ſtarting 
Ce ater new purſuits, deſirous of embracing a mul- 
A ii 
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tiplicity of amuſing objects, eager to come at the en w 
without the painful inveſtigation of the means; ane c 
if we may borrow a term from the mercantile world: i 
a genius like his, diſdaining the painful aſſiduity ni 
carning knowledge by retail, aimed at being a who! 
ſale dealer in the treaſures of literature. This mug 
was neceſſary to premiſe, in order to palliate his bein 
refuſed admittance into the Univerſity of Oxford, 
which he was ſent by his father, for want of prop 
{kill in the learned languages. He has often mentioi 
ed his repulſe upon that occaſion, but whether | 
Juſtification of himſelf is to be admitted we will n 
undertake to determine; certain it is that both he at 
his companions have often aſſerted that he could ha 
anſwered the college examination had he thoug 
proper; but he ſo much deſpiſed the trifling queſtid 
that were put to him, that inſtead of making thep 
per replies he only launched out in ſatirical refle&tiq hi 
upon the abilities of the gentlemen whole office it Mel 
to judge of his. 
Be this as it will, Mr. Churchill was rejected fra 


Oxford, and probably this might have given occaſſil d 
to the frequent in vectives we find in his Works agaiſeſſ 
that moſt reſpectable univerſity. Upon his returniWep 


from Oxford he again applied himſelf to his ſtud 
at Weſtminſter-ſchool, and there, at the age of ſev 
teen, contracted an intimacy with the lady to wh 
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the en 
NS; and 
e world 
duity ( 
a who! 
ais mud 


was married, and who ſtil] ſurvives him. This was 
e of thoſe imprudent matches which generally be- 
in paſſion and end in diſguſt. However, the be- 
ning of this young couple's regards for each other 
ere mutual and ſincere, and ſo continued for ſeveral 
ars after. At the uſual age for going into orders 


his beinſſir. Churchill was ordained by the late Biſhop of Lon- | 
xford, Nn, notwithſtanding he had taken no degree, nor ſtu- 
of prop d in either of our univerſities, and the firſt place he 
ment10 


d in the church was a ſmall curacy of thirty pounds 
year in Wales. To this remote part of the kingdom 
brought his wife; they took a little houſe, and he 
nt through the duties of his ſtation with cheerful- 
ſs and aſſiduity. Happy had it been for him in this 
e, perhaps more happy in that to which he has been 
led, if he had ſtill continued here in piety, ſimpli- 
y, and peace. His pariſhioners all loved and eſteem- 
him; his ſermons, though rather raiſed above the 
el of his audience, were however commended and 
owed. In order to eke out his ſcanty finances he 
teredintoa branch of trade which he thought might 
d in riches, but which involved him in debts that 
eſſed him ſome years after; this was no other than 
eping a cider cellar, and dealing in this liquor thro' 
at part of the country. A poet is but ill qualified for 
rchandife, where ſmall gains are to be patiently ex- 
cted and carefully accumulated. He had neither pa- 
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Teanty finances, which in this ſituation did not pr 
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tience for the one nor economy for the other; and 
ſort of rural bankruptcy was the conſequence of hi 
attempt, 

Upon leaving Wales he came up to London; and 
his father ſoon after dying he ſtept into the chure 
in which he had oſſiciated. ln order to improve hi 


duce full an hundred pounds yearly, he undertook t 
teach young ladies to rcad and write Engliſh, and v 
employed for this purpoſe in the boarding-ſchool 


a 
Mrs. Dennis, where he behaved with that decent * 
and piety which became his profeſſion. Nor ſhouid un 


here omit paying proper deference to a made of {: 
male education which ſeems new among us. Wh 
in other ſchools our young miſſes are taught the art 
of perſonal allurements only, this ſenſible governe 
pays the ſtricteſt attention to the minds of her youn 
pupils, and endeavours to fit thera for the domeſtid 
duties of life with as much ailiduity as they are ell 
where formed to levity and ſplendour. 

While Mr. Churchill was in this ſituation, his mg 
thod of living bearing no proportion to his incom | 
ſcveral debts were contracted in the City which i 
was not in a capacity of paying, and a gaol, the cor 
t:nual terrour of indigent genius, ſeemed now read 
to cloſe upon his miſeries. From this wretched itai] 
of uncaſineſs he was relieved by the benevolence Mee. 
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; and 
e OL hi 


Lloyd, father to the poet of that name, who paid 
debts, or at leaſt ſatisfied his creditors. 
n the meantime, while Mr. Lloyd the father was 
us relieving Churchill by his bounty, Mr. Lloyd 
> ſon began to excite him by his example. The 
Tor, a poetical epiſtle, written by this gentleman, 
addreſſed to Mr. Bonnel Thornton, was read and 
iſhed by all the judges of poetical merit, and gave 
author a diſtinguiſhed place among the writers of 
age. Mr. Churchill ſoon undertook to write The 
ſciad, a work, though upon a more confined plan, 
more adapted to excite publick curioſity. It firſt 
ne out without the name ef the author, but the 
tneſs of its remarks, and particularly the ſeverity 
he ſatire, ſoon excited publick curioſity. Though he 
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over neger diſowned his having written this piece, and even 
er your Enlygloriedinit, yetthe publick, unwilling togiveſo 
omeſtiq;ch merit to one alone, aſcribed it to a combination 
are ell 


its; nor were Meſſrs. Lloyd, Thornton, or Col- 
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diſe ſoon induced Mr. Churchill to throw off the 


ength; and now the fame which before was dif- 
d upon many objects became centred to a point. 
The Roſciad was the firſt of this poet's perform- 
es, ſo many are of opinion that it is his beſt; and 

ed Iam inclined to concur in the ſame ſentiment. 


n, left unnamed upon thisoccaſion. Thismiſplaced | 


K, and the ſecond edition appeared with his name 
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In it we find a very clofe and minute diſcuſſion of thy 


particular merits of each performer, their deleaM | 
pointed out with candour, and their merits praiſe al 
without adulation. This poem however ſeems to byW** 
one of thoſe few works which are injured by ſuccee * 
ing editions. When he became popular his judgmeniiﬀ © 
began to grow drunk with applauſe; and we find du 
the later editions men blamed whoſe merit is inco © 
teſtible, and others praiſed that were at that time : 
no degree of eſteem with the judicious, and whom WF 
preſent even the mob are beginning to forſake. * 
His next performance was his Apology to the Cri <* 
tical Reviewers. This work is not without its pec Id 
lar merit, and as it was written againſt a ſet of critic ( 
whom the world was willing enough to blame t 10 
publick read it with their uſual indulgence. In til”: 
performance he ſhewed a peculiar happineſs of throw ©* 
ing his thoughts, if we may ſo expreſs it, into poet“ 
paragraphs, ſo that the ſentence ſwells to the bre ol 
or concluſion, as we find in proſe. ch 
His fame being greatly extended by theſe prod bt 
tions, his improvement in merals did not ſeem by all 
means to correſpond, but while his writings amulM'®” 
the Town his actions in ſome meaſure diſguſted it. | l F 
now quitted his wife, with whom he had cohabitF'© 
e 0 


for many years, and reſigning his gown and all c 
tical functions commenced a complete man of 
| | | 
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wn, got drunk, frequented ſtews, and, giddy with 
praiſe, thought his talents a ſufiicient atonement. 
all his follies. Some people have been unkind 
ugh to ſay, that Mrs. Churchill gave the firſt juſt 
ſe of ſeparation; but nothing can be more falſe than 
rumour; and we can aſſure the publick that her 
duct in private life and among her acquaintances 
ever irreproachable. 
n ſome meaſure to palliate the abſurdit ies of his 
duct he now undertook a poem called Night, 
tten upon a general ſubject indeed, but upon falſe 
ciples, namely, that whatever our follies are we 
Id never undertake to conceal them. This and 
Churchill's other poems being ſhewn to Mr, 
nſon, and his opinion being aſked concerning 
1, he allowed them but little merit, which being 
to the author, he reſolved to requite this private 
ion with a publick one. In his next poem there- 
of The Ghoſt he has drawn this gentleman un- 
che character of Pompoſo, and thoſe who difli- 
Mr. Johnſon allowed it to have merit. But our 
is now dead, and juſtice may be heard without 
imputation of cavy. Though we entertain no 
opinion of Mr. Churchill's abilities, yet they 
1either of a ſize nor correctneſs to compare with 
e of the author of The Rambler, a work which 
in tome places enlarged the circle of moral in- 
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/quiry, and fixed more preciſe landmarks to FT uid 
/ Philoſophy in her inveſtigation of truth. Mr. Johy 
* ſon's only reply to Mr. Churchill's abuſe was, that! 
. thought him a ſhallow fellow in the beginning, ai 
that he could ſay nothing worſe of him till. 
The poems of Night and of The Ghoſt had not ti 
rapid ſale the author expected; but his Prophecy 
Famine ſoon made ample amends tor the late par 
xiſms in his fame. Night was written upon a gene 
ſubject, and for that reaſon no way alluring ; I 
Ghoſt was written in eight ſyllable verſe, in whi 
kind of meaſure he was not very ſuccesful ; but I 
Prophecy of Famine had all thoſe circumſtances 
time, place, and party, to recommend it that the: 
thor could deſire; or, let us uſe the words of 
Wilkes, who ſaid, before its publication, that he y 
ſure it muſt take, as it was at once perſonal, poeti 
_ and political: it had accordingly a rapid and an 
tenſive ſale; and it was often aſſerted by his admin 
that Mr. Churchill was a better poet than Mr. Po 
This exaggerated adulation, as it had before corru 
ed his morals, now began to impair his mind; ſeve 
ſucceeding pieces were publiſhed, which being v 
ten without effort are read without pleaſure, 
Gotham, Independence, The Times, ſeem mere!) 
be written by a man who deſired to avail hiaſeli 
the avidity of the publick curioſity in his favour, 
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rather aimed at the pockets than the hearts of his 

ers. . e | 
ow ſhall T trace this thoughtleſs man through the 
er part of his conduct, in which leaving all the 
der forms of life he hecame entirely guided by his 
ve turbulence of temper, and permitted his mind 
araſ> his body through all the various modes of 
auchery! His ſeducing a young lady, and after- 
ds living with her in ſhameleſs adultery, his beat- 
a man formerly his friend, without any previous 
e cation, are well known. Vet let us not be ſevere 
Going; happy were it for him, perhaps, if ours 
the only tribunal at which he was to plead for 
e irregularities which his mental powers rendcr- 
t more culpable, | 
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at he Me {:2!] cloſe this life of Churchill with an anec- 
poetiq frequently told of him, which is to be found in 
nd an l, vol. I. chap. 21, leaving the credit due to the 
admin 


which is much tothe honour of humanity, with 
tader. The company to v hich my new maſter 
s in ſuch haſte to go conſiſted of a few perſons 
om a ſimilarity of temper had linked in the clo- 
t intimacy; with theſe he ſpent the remainder cf 
evening in a manner which few would diflike, 
puzh fewer ſtill could approve it; the ſpirited wit 
1 livelineſs of their converſation gilded the groſ- 
debaucherics, at the ſarne time thet the recti- 
ume J. | 'B 
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i tude and ſublimity of their ſentiments, whenei 
their hearts could find opportunity to ſpeak, my 
the vices of their Fre {till more horrible byt 
«contraſt. 

They broke not up, as Wade be imagined, 
nature ſunk under their exceſſes; when my maſt 


as he ſtaggered home, was accoſted by a female 
* had ſomething in her air and manner ſo differ: In 
from thoſe outcaſts of humanity who offer the et 
* ſelves to caſual proſtitution in the ſtreets that. 
© cariofity was ſtruck, and he ſtopped to take mi he 
particular notice of her. She appeared to be ab 5 


«© fifteen, Her figure was elegant, and her feat 
<« regular, but want had ficklied over their beau”? 
and ajlthe horroursof deſpair gloomed through 
60 „Kanguid ſmile ſhe forced when ſhe addreſſed hi N 
he figh of diftreſs, which never ſtruck hig 


ce without affecting his heart, came with double 1M 
from ſuch an objeck. He viewed her with fi nc 
* compaſſion for ſome moments, and reaching 1 
© piece of gold, bade her go home and ſhelter he C 
© from the inclemencies of the night at ſo late f 
hour. Her ſurpriſe and joy at ſuch unexpected . 
Verity overpowered her; ſhe dropped upon her k 
ein the wet and dirt of the ftrect, and, raiſins © 
* Hands and eyes toward heaven, remained in 4 


*: poſture for ſome moments, unable to give utter] 
to the gratitude that BY d! her heart, 
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© Such a Hght was more expreſſive than all the 
owers of eloquence, He raiſed her tenderly from 
he ground, and, ſoothing her with words of com- 
rt, offered to conduct her to ſome place where ſh» 
ight get that refreſhment of which ſhe appeared 
d be in too great want. O! Sir,” ſaid ſhe, prefſ- 
o the hand that had raiſed her with her cold trem- 
ling lips, © my deliverer, ſent by Heaven to fave 
e from deſpair, let me not think of taking refreſli- 
dept myſelf till have firſt procured it for thoſe 
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ake nM boſe greater wants! 1200 ten thouſand times more 
\ be al verely than my own 


Who can they be! = interrupted . 
patience. © Can humanity feel greater wants 
jan thoſe under which you are ſinking ? 

My father,” exclaimed ſhe, burſting into tears, 
nguiſhing under infirmities acquired in the ſer- 
ce of his country, my mother, worn out with at- 
nding on him, and both periſhing for want, (Hca- 
n grant they are not already dead !) together with 
o infant brothers, inſenſible of the cauſe of their 
ſtreſs, and erying to them for a _ of bread, 
hich it is not in their power to give.” 

Where can ſuch a ſcene of wretchedneſs be hid- 
n from relief? I'll go with you myſelf directly. 
ut top! let us firſt procure ſome comfortable nou- 
nent from ſome of the houſes which are kept 

B ij 
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e gpen at this late hour for a very different purpol 
« Come with me; we have no time to loſe.” — Wit 
* theſe words he went directly to a tavern, and if 
<« quiring what victuals were dreſſed in the houf 


© loaded her with as nuch As ſhe could carry of t 
*-beſt, and putting a couple of bottles of wine in! 
ce On pocket, walkcd with her to her habitatio 
*<© which was in a blind alley happiiy for her n 
<« very far diſtant, as weakneſs, together with t 


«conflict of paſſions ſtruggling in her heart, ma 


her ſcarce able to go. 

„When they came to the door ſhe would ha 
gone up firſt for a light, but he was reſolved to: 
*© company her, th might ſce the whole ſcene 
<« its genuine dee he therefore foilowed her 
© ro the top of the houſe, where, opeving the door 
the garret, ſe liſcovered to him ſuch a ſcene of 
ſery as ſtruck him with aſtoniſhment. By the Ly 
* of a lamp that glimmerce in the Greleſs chimi 
he ſaw lying on a bare bedſtead, without any 
ther coveriny than the relicks of their own rag 
man, a woman, and two children, ſhuddering w 
„cold, though huddted together to ſhare the lit 


ne inen which exhauſted nature e 


With. 


* While he ſtood gazing in horrour at ſuch com 


© cated wretchednels his conductreſs ran to the b 
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ide, and falling on her knees, O! Sir! Madam!“ 
exclaimed ſhe in rapture) ariſe; I have got relief 
rom an angel of heaven!” 
© Take care,” anſwered a voice, the hollow trem- 
ling of which was ſharpened with indignation, 
ake care it is not from a fend of hell, who has taken 
dvantage of your diſtreſs to tempt you to ruin, for 
ith whom elſe could you be till this time of night? 
zut know, wretched girl! that Iwill never eat the 
earnings of Vice and Infamy. A few hours will put 
n end to my miſeries, which have receivedthe only 
oſſible addition by this your folly.” 
He muſt be ſuch indeed,” interrupted my maſter, 
ill more ſtruck with ſentiments ſo uncommon in 
cha ſituation, who could think of tempting her 
ſuch circumſtances to any folly. I will withdraw 
hile you ariſe, and then we will conſult what can 
ſooneſt done to alleviate a diſtreſs of which you 
ppear ſo undeſerving.”''— While he ſaid this he 
ok the wine out of his pockets, and giving it to 
e daughter went directly down ſtairs without 
aiting for a reply, and walking back and forward 
the ſtreet ſor ſome time, enjoyed the ſublimeſt 
caſure the human heart is capable of, in con- 
lering how he had relieved, and ſhould ſar- 


er relieve, the ſufferings of objects ſo worthy of 
lick, 
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JT: LIFE OF CHURCHILL. 


FEy the time he thonght they might have learn 
from their daughter tiecircumitapces of her meet 
ing with him, and taken ſome nouriſkment, he rj 
< turned to them, when the moment he entered tif 
„room the whole family fell upon their knees | 
©« thank him. Such humiliation was more than! 
could bear. He raiſed them one by one as fall; 
* he could, and taking the father's hand,“ Graciq 
© God!” faid he, © can a ſenſe of humanity be ſus 
* an uncommon thing among creatures who d 
ce theraſelves human, that ſo poor an exertion of 


© thould be thought deſerving of a return proper 


© be made only to Heaven? Oppreſs me not, Sir! 
** conjure you, with the mention of what it wo 
© have been a crime I could never have forgiven n 
© felf to have known [ had not done. It is too late 
<« think of leaving this place before to-morrow, wh 
will provide a better, if there is not any to wh 
* you chuſe particularly to go. I am not rich, 
„thank Heaven that it has bleſſed me with abil 
4 and inclination to afford ſuch aſiltance as may 
immediately neceſſary to you, till means may 
© thought of for doing more.“ 

O! Sir,” anſwered the mother, well might 
e daughter call you an angel of heaven; you know 
* from what miſery you have already relieved” 


cc AT 


Nor will | know more of it at this time,“ int 
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lear r pted my maſter, © than that which I too plainly 
r mee. | will leave you now to N reſt, and return 
t, he ess ſoon as it is day.“ 


ered tif 
Knees 
than! 
is faſt; 
Gracio 
y be ſu 


who c 


„Speak not of leaving us, Sir,” al the 
aughter, who was afraid that if he ſhould go away 
e might not return; what reſt can we take in ſo 
hort a time? Leave us not, I beſeech you; leave us 
not in this place. | | 

* Ceaſe, my child!” interrupted the father, nor 
reſs your benefactor to continue in a ſcene of mi- 


tion of icry that muſt give pain to his humane heart,” — 
proper WF lf my ſtaying will not give you pain,“ anſwered 
ot, SiriWHny maſter, © 1 will moſt willingly ſtay; but it muſt 


it wo 
ven n 
o0 late 
ow, Wh 
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de on condition that our converſation points en- 
irely forward to happier days: there will be time 
nough hereafter to lock back 
* Saying this he ſat down on the bedſide (for other 
at the apartment afforded none) between the huſ- 
and and wife, with whom he ſpent the little re- 
ainder of the night in ſuch diſcourſe as he thought 
oft likely to divert their attention from their pre- 
nt miſery, and inſpire their minds with better 
opes, while the children, all hut the daughter, who 
ung upon his words, comforced at heart with a 
etter meal than they hadJlang taſted, tell faſt aſleep 
s they leaned their heads upon their mother's lap. 
As ſoon as it was day, Now, Madam,” faid my 


might 
know 
lieved' 
Ae,” int 
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« maſter, addreſſing himſelf to the mother, © I will, 
te co and provide a place for your reception, as you 
„ ſay all places are alike to you. In the meantiny 
accept of this trifle (giving her ten guineas) to prof 
vide ſuch neceſlaries as you may indiſpenſably wan 
before you remove: when you are ſettled we wil 
© ſee what further can be done. I ſhall be back wit 
you within theſe three hours at moſt.” 

e For ſuch beneficence there was no poſſibility 
© returning thanks, but their hearts ſpoke throug 
their eyes in a language ſufficiently intelligible 
his. Departing directly, to ſave both himiclf an 
e them the pain of purſuing a converſation that gre 
* too diſtreſsfu], he went, without regard to chan 
e of dreſs or appearance, to look for a proper lodgi 
© for them, where he laid in ſuch proviſions of eve 
kind as he knew they muſt immediately want. Tl 
© care employed him till the time he had prom iſed 
© return, hen he found ſuch an alteration inthe Jodi 

and appearance of them all as gave his heartdeligl 
Lou ſee, Sir,“ ſaid the mother, as ſoon as hee 
* tered, © the effects of yourbounty, but donot thit 


| b 
„that vanity has made us abuſe it. Theſe cloth , 
** what we could raiſe on which has for ſome til 
been our ſole ſupport, were the purchaſe of hape 


« times, and were now redeeraed for much lels th 
we muſt have given for the worſt we could buy.” 
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Dear Madam?!” interrupted my maſter, taking 
ter hand reſpectſully, © mention not any thing of 
he kind to me, | beſeech you. You will ſoon ſee 
uch times again.“ Then turning to the huſband, 
have taken a lodging, Sir,” continued he; © 1t is 
onvenient but not large, as I imagined would be 
our choice. I will call a coach to take us to it di- 
xy. If there are any demands here let the people 
the houſe be called up, and they ſhall be paid. I 
ill be your purſebearer for the preſent.” 

© No, Sir,“ replied the huſband, “ there are not 
y; you have enabled us to diſcharge all demands 
pon us. Pcople in our W gs ap cannot find 
edit, becauſe they want it.“ | 

My maſter would then have gone for a coach, 
t the daughter inſiſted on favinghimthattrouble; 
pon which he put the whole family into it, and 
alked away before them to their new lodging. It 
impoſſible to deſcribe what theſe poor people felt 
en they ſaw the proviſion he had made for their 
ception ; the father, in particular, could not bear 
but ſinking into a chair, This is too much !”? 
d he, as ſoon as a flood of tears had given vent to 
ae fulneſs of his heart, this is too much! Sup- 
of happ rt me, gracious Heaven! whohas ſent this beſt of 
ch leſs 9 en to my relief; ſupport me under the weight of 
d buy. Wl igations which the preſervation of theſe alone 
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to farther pain.“ 
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xxii 


% (looking round upon his wife and children) cou 
<« induce me to accept. Then addreſſing himſe 
© to my maſter, My heart is not unthankful,“ corf 
s tinued he; but gratitude in ſuch exceſs as ming 
© where there is no proſpect of ever making a retun 
“js the ſevereſt pain.“ 

« My maſter, who ſought none, attempted oft 
© to give the converſation another turn; but findir| 
te that theycould ſpeak or think of nothing elſe as 
© he took his leave, promiſing to come the next da 
« when their minds ſhould be better ſettled, to co 
« fult what more was in his power to ſerve then 
having firſt privately taken an opportunity to fl 
© couple of guineas into the daughter's hand,to avo 
the putting the delicacy of her father and moth 


"THE ROSCIAD: 


DEDICATION. 


ZALTH to great Glo'ſter—from a man unknown, 
o holds thy health as dearly as his own. 

cept this greeting nor let modeſt fear 

| up one maiden bluſh—1 mean not here 

wound with flatt'ry—'tis a villain's art, © 
d ſuits not with the frankneſs of my heart, 
th beſt becomes an orthodox divine, 

d ſpite of hell that character is mine: 

ſpeak even bitter truths I cannot fear; | 
truth, my Lord, is panegyrick here. Ta 
calth to great Glo'ſter—nor thro' love of eaſe, 
ich all prieſts love, let this Addreſs diſpleaſe. 

k no favour, not one note | crave, 

| when this buſy brain reſts in the grave, 

c till that time it never can have reſt) 15 
ill not trouble you wich one bequeſt. 

e humbler friend, my mortal journey done, 

re near in blood, a nephew or a ſon, 

nat dread hour executor lll leave, 

|, alas! have many to receive, 20 
give but little To great Glo'ſter health; 
let thy true and proper love of wealth 

e take a falſe alarm In purſe tho' poor 
irit I'm right proud, nor can endure 


24 | DEDICALION, 


Ihe mention of a bribe Thy pocket 's free: 


I, tho? a Dedicator, ſcorn a fee. Ps 
Let thy own off-pring all thy fortunes ſhare s 1 
1 would not Allen rob nor Allen's heir, wil 
Think not, a thought unworthy thy great ſoul, iſt v 
Which pomps of this world never could control, Mal. 
V1iich never ofler'd up at Pow'r's vain ſhrine, en 
Think not that powp and pow'r can work on min h. 
"Tis not thy name, tho? that indeed is great, t 
Tris not the tinſel trumpery of ſtate, | ri 
is not thy title, Doctor tho? thou art, li 
' Fis not thy mitre, which hath won my heart. If] 
State is a farce, names are but empty things, v [ct 
Degrccs are bought, and by miſtaken kings ct 
Titles are oft' miſplac'd; mitres, which ſhine ta, 
So bright in other eyes are dull in mine, ich 
Unleſs ſet off by virtue: who deccives An 
Under the ſacred ſanction of lawn ſleeves no! 
Enhances guilt, commits a double ſin, dt 
So fair without and yet ſo foul within, bu 
* Fis not thy out ward form, thy eaſy mien, Luc 
Thy ſweet complacency, thy brow ſ:rene, ch | 
Thy open front, thy love-commanding eye, any 
Where fifty Cupids as in ambuſh lie, ef 
Wich can from ſixty to ſixteen impart ch 
Thie ſoi ce of Love and point his blunted dart; 4 
Ee 


Tis not thy ſace, tho' that by Nature's made 
An indcꝝ to thy ſcul, tho' there diſplay'd 


ly Xt 
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lee thy mind at large; and thro' thy ſæin 
ps out that courteſy which dwells within; 
5 not thy birth, for that is low as mine, 53 
und our heads no lineal glories ſhine— 
what is birth when to delight mankind 
ralds can make thoſe arms they cannot find, 
en thou art to thyſelf, thy fire unknown, 
hole Welſh gencalogy alone? 60 
t is thy in ward man, thy proper worth, 
right juſt eſtimation here on earth, 
y life and doctrine uniformly join'd, | 
FRY WH flowing from that wholeſome ſource thy mind, 


known contempt of Perſecution's rod, 65 
charity for man, thy love of Cod, 
15 faith in Chriſt, ſo well approv'd *moneſit men, 


ich now give life and utt'rance to my pen. 
virtue not thy rank demands my lays; 

not the Biſhop but the Saint I praiſe :- 70 
d by that theme | ſoar on wings more ſtrong, 
burſt forth into praiſe withheld too long. 

uch did I wiſh, ev'n whillt kept thoſe ſheep 
ch for my curſe | was ordain'd to keep, | 
ain'd, alas! to keep thro' need not choice, 75 


e 
: e ſheep which never heard their ſhepherd's voice, 
ch did not know yet would not lcarn their way, 
ch ftray'd themſelves yet griev'd that | ſhould 
art; | : a 2 
ade eſheep which my good father (on his bier ¶ ſtray, 


ilial duty drop the pious tear) 80 
lume 75 C 
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A friend in him who was the friend of Pope. 
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Kept well, yet ſtarv'd himſelf, ev'n at that time Who! 
Whilſt IL was pure and innocent of rhyme, 
Whilſt, ſacred dulneſs ever in my view, 


Sleep at my bidding crept from pew to pew, 
Much did l wiſh, tho' litt le could I hope, 


His hand, ſaid I, my youthful ſteps ſhall guide, 


And lead me ſaſe where thouſands fall beſide ; ſ 
ELis temper, his experience, fhall control, m 
And huſh to peace the tempeſt of my foul ; To 


His judgment teach me, from the critick ſchool, 
How not to err, and how to err by rule; 
Inſtruct me, mingle profit with delight, [rig 
Where Pope was wrong, where Shakefpeare was 
Where they are juſtly prais'd, and where thro' vl 
How little 's due to them, how much to him. 
Rais'd bove the flavery of common rules, 
Of common: ſenſe, of modern, ancient, ſchools, th 


Thoſe feelings bamiſh's which miſlead us all, ar, 
Fools as we are, and which we Nature call, uc 
He by his great example might impart > w 
A. better fomething, and baptize it Art; ſo 
He, all the feelings of my youth forgot, ſo 


Might ſhew me what is taſte by what is not; 
By him ſupported with a proper pride 

I might hold all mankind as fools beſide; 

He (ſhould a world, perverſe and peeviſh grow 
Explode his maxims and alert their own) 
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ght teach me like himſelf to be content, 

d let their folly be their puniſhment, - - 110 
ght, like himſelf, teach his adopted fon 

inſt all the world to quote a Warburton, 

ool that I was! could I ſo much deceive 


e. ſcul with lying. hopes? could I believe 
guide, t he, the ſervant of his Maker ſworn, 115 
de; ſervant of his Saviour, would be torn 


m their embrace, and leave that dear n 

e cure of ſouls, his duty and his joy,, 
toys like mine, and waſte his precious time, 
which ſo much depended, for a rhyme? 120 
uld he forſake the taſk he undertook, ek 
rt his flock, and break his paſt'ral crook ? ? 


| 
chool, 


fry 


re Was 


hro' willWuld he (forbid it, Heav*n!) ſo high in place, 
im. ich in knowledge, quit the work of grace, 11 
5 idly wand'ring o'er the Muſes' hill, 125 
hools, ¶ the ſalvation of mankind ſtand ſtill? 2 
all, ar, far be that from thee yes, far from thee 
U, uch revolt from grace, and far from me 
| > will to think 1t——guilt is in the thought! 
ſo, not ſo, hath Warburton been taught, 130 
ſo learn'd Chriſ.— Recall that day well known 
not; en (to maintain God's honour—and his own} 
all'd blaſphemers forth—Methinks 1 nowW 
; ſtern Rebuke enthroned on his brow, 
 grownlfif arm'd with tenfold terrours from his tongue, 
n) re fiery zeal and Chriſtian fury hung, 136 


Ch 
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Metbinks hear the deep-ton'd thunders roll, th 
Aud chill with horrour ev'ry ſinner's ſoul— P! 
in van they ſtrive to fly flight cannot fave, Fd 


And Potter trenibles even in his grave 
With all the. conſcious pride of innocence 
Methinks Lhear him, in his own defence, 
Bear witneſs to himſelf, whilit all men knew, 


By goſpel rules, his witnets to be true. 
O-glarious man! thy zeal I muſt commend, 1” 


Tio it depriv'd me of my deareſt friend. 1 U 
Ihe real motives of thy anger known, It 
Wilkes naſi-the juſtice ot that anger own, G 
And, could thy boſom hade been bar'd to view, ti 
Pity'd himſelf, in turn badipity'd you. = | 
Bred to the daw you wiſely took the gown, W 
Which | like Demas fooliſhly laid down; l 


Hence doubt ſtrength our Holy Mother drew, 

Me ite got rid of, and made prize of you. 

J, like anadle truant fond of play, 

Doting on toys 30d throwing;gems away, 

Graſping at thadows let the ſubſtance ſlip ; 

But you, my Lord. renounc'd attorneyſhip 

With better purpoſe and more noble aim, 

And wiſely play d a more ſubſtantial game: 1 

Nor did Law/mourn, bleſs'd in her younger ſon, 

For Manelicld does what Glo'ſter would have do 
Doctor! Dean! Biſhop! Glo'ſter! and my Lor 

bk happly theſe high titles may accord 
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, th thy meck ſpirit, if the barren found 165 
__ Epride delights thee, to the topmoſt round 
; Fortune's ladder got, deſpiſe not one 
6 ; : 
- 1 v4nit of {ſmooth hypocriſy undone, 
o, far below, turns up his wond'ring eye, 
d without envy ſees thee plac'd ſo high: 170 
1. not thy brain (as brains leſs potent might) 
| zy, confounded, giddy, with the hight, 
d, 1 round and loſe diſtinction, loſe her ſkill 
| wonted pow'rs of knowing good from ill, 
ifting truth from falſehood, friends from foes; 
Glo'ſter well remember how he roſe, 176 
ier, turn his back on men who made him great; 
Min not, gorg'd with pow'r and drunk with ſtate, 
£ ret what once he was, tho? now ſo high, 
low, how mean, and full as poor, as I. 180 
ew, ES A © HR 0 09S nm 
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It 3s preſumed theſudden death of the Authors 
ſufficiently apologize for the Dedication remain 


| unfiniſhed. 
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seins deceas'd, each high-aſpiring play's 

d all his int'reſt for the vacant chair. 

e huſkin'd heroes of the mimick ſtage 

longer whine in love and rant in rege; 

e monarch quits his throne, and condeſcends 3 
mbly to court the favour of his friends, 

pity's ſake tells undeſerv'd nuihaps, 

d their applauſe to gain recounts his claps. 

us the victorious chiefs of ancient Rome 


win the mob a ſuppliant's ſorm aſſume, Ic 
ompous ſtrain fight o'er th' extinguifh'd war, 

d ſhew where Honour bied in ev'ry ſcar. 

ut tho' bare merit might in Rome appear 

e ſtrongeſſ plea for favour, t is not here; 

form our judgment in another way, 15 
d they will beſt ſucceed who beſt can pay: 

poſe who would gain the votes of Britiſh tribes 
Wilt add to force of merit force of bribes. 

Vhat can an actor give? in ev'ry age 

ath been rudely baniſh'd from the tage; 20 
bnarchs themſelves, to grief of ev'ry play'r, 

pear as often as their image there; 

cy cann't, like candidate for other ſ2at, 


ir ſeas of wine, and mountains raile of meat. 


ne]! they could bribe you with the world as ſoon, 
d of Roaſt Beef they only know the tune: 20 


144 
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But what they have they give: could Clive do mo 
ho' for each million he had brought home four! 
Shuter keeps open houſe at Southwark fair, 
And hopes the friends of Humour will be there. 
In Smithfield Yates prepares the rival treat 
For thoſe who laughter love inſtead of meat. 
Foote at Old Houſe, for even Foote will be 
In ſeif-conceit an actor, bribes with tea“, 
Which Wilkinſon at ſecond-hand receives, 
And at the New pours water on the leaves. 
The Town divided, each runs ſev'ral Ways, 
As paſſion, humour, int'reſt, party, ſways. 
Things of no moment, colour of the hair, 
Shape of a leg, complexion brown or fair, 
A dreſs well choſen, or a patch miſplac'd, 
Conciliate favour or create diſtaſte, 

From galleries loud peals of laughter roll, 
And thunder Shuter's praiſes—he's ſo droll! 
Embox'd, the ladies muſt have ſomcthing ſmart, | 
Palmer! oh! Palmer tops the janty part. 
Scated in pit, the dwarf with aking eyes 
Looks up, and vows that Barry 's out of ſize, i 
Whilſt to fix feet the vig'rous ſtripling grown 

Declares that Garrick is another Coan. 
When place of judgment is by whim ſupply'd, 
And our opinions have their rife in pride, 


* In order to evade the act of parliament Foote called | 
morning entertainments Giving 'Tea, 
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do mo 


750 0 in diſcourſing on each mimick alf 
four! 


praiſe and cenſure with an eye to ſelf, 

muſt meet friends, and Ackman bids as fair 55 
ch a court as Garrick for the chair. 

t length agreed, all quabbl es to decide, 

ome one judge the cauſe was to be try'd; 

this their {quabbles did a-freſh renew, 

d ſhon!d be judge in ſuch a trial Who? 60 
pr Johnſon “ ſome, but Johnſon it was fear'd 

d be too grave, and Sterne too gay appear'd; 
rs for Francklin voted; but 't was Ene wn 
icken'd at all triumphs but his own; . 
Colman many, but the peeviih tongue 65 
rudent Age found out that he was young; 
Murphy ſome few pilf'ring wits declar'd, 

It Folly clapp'd her hands and Wiſdom ſtar'd. 

o miſchief train'd ev'n from his mother's womb, 
n old in fraud, tho! vet in manhood's bloom, 70 
pting arts by which gay villains riſe, 8 
reach the heights which honeſt men deſpiſe, 
eat the bar and in the ſenate loud, 

mongſt the dulleſt, proudeſt of the proud, 

ert, prim, prater of the northern race +, 75 
t in his heart and famine in his face, 


ere. 


58, 


Yr. Samuel Johnſon, author of The Rambler. 

he, voice of Calumny gave this portrait to A. Wedder. 
«Eſq. who in 1778 was made Attorney General. The 
r Of this note is no judge of Ikencties, 


e called 6 
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Stood forth—and thrice he wav'd his lily hand 
And thrice he twirÞ'd his tie--thrice ſtrok*d his ban 

At Friendſhip's call,“ (thus oft' with trait'rq 
Men void of faith uſurp Faith's ſacred name) [ſa 
* At Friendſhip's call I come, by Murphy ſent, 


** Who thus by me develops his intent; { 
<< But leſt transfus'd the ſpirit ſhould be loſt, 0 
“That ſpirit which, in ſtorms of rhet'rick toſt, o. 
% Bounces about and flies like bottled beer, oN 
In his own words his own intentions hear. on 
© Thanks to my friend but to vile fortunes bo 
No robes of fur theſe ſhoulders muſt adorn. iti 
Vain your applauſe, no aid from thence 1 draw WW! 
« Vain all my wit, for what is wit in law ? a 
«© Twice, (curs'drememb'rance!)twiceIſtrovetooic! 
«© Admittance mongſt the Jaw-inſtructed train, Mu 
© Who in the Temple and Gray's-lnn prepare nt 
For client's wretched feet the legal ſnare; r 
Dead to thoſe arts which poliſh and refine, ich 
*© Deaf to all worth, becauſe that worth was mini 
AN wice did thoſe blockheads ſtartle at my name er: 
And foul rejection gave me up to ſname. ns 
© To lavrs and lawyers then I bade adieu, N t 
And plans of far more lib'ral note purſue, f 
© Who will may be a judge—my kindling brealihſic: 
Burns for that chair which Roſcius once poſſeſ <« 
Here give your votes, your int'reſt here exert, ſi: 
And let ſucceſs for once attend deſert.“ ch 
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and 
1s ban 


Vith ſleek appearance and with ambling pace, 105 
d type of vacant head with vacant face, 


trait' re Proteus Hill put in his modeſt plea— 


) et Favour ſpeak for others, Worth for me. 
ent, who like him his various pow'rs could call 

ſo many ſhapes, and ſbine in all ? 410 
, 0 could ſo nobly grace the motley lift ? 
toſt, tor, Inſpector, Doctor, Botanifl ! 
4 ows any one ſo well - ſure no one knows — 
ET once to play, preſcribe, compound, compoſe ? 
mes beo can But Woodward came—— Hil itipp'd away, 
n. iung, like ghoſts, heſore the riſing day. 116 
| draw Vith that low cunning which in fools ſupplies, 

amply too, the place of being wiſe, 
ove torch Nature, kind indulgent parent! gave 
train, uality the blockhead for a knave; I 20 
pare h that ſmooth falſehood whoſe appearance charms, 
IT reaſon of each wholeſome doubt difarms, 
ne, ich to the loweſt depths of guile deſcends, 
as min rileſt means purſues the vileſt ends, | 
y name ers Friendinip's maſlc for purpoſes of ſpite, 125 
> Ins in the day and butchers in the night; 
| h that malignant envy which turns pale 
ie. L Lckens even if a friend prevail, 
17 breal ich merit and ſucceſs purſues with hate, 
e poſſeſi damns the worth it cannot imitate; 130 
e exert, l the cold caution of a coward's ſpleen, | 


ch fears not guilt, but always ſeeks a ſcreen, 
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Which keeps this maxim ever in her view=— - 
What 's baſely done ſhould be done ſafely too; \i 
With that dull, rooted, callous, impudence 
Which, cad to ſhame and ev'ry nicer ſenſe, K 
deer bluſn'd, unleſs in ſpreading Vice's ſnares un 
Sie blunder'd on ſome virtue unawares; | DV 
With all theſe bleſſings which we ſeldom find in 
Laviſn'd by Nature on one happy mind, = T 
8 motley figure of the fribble tribe, 7 
nich heart can ſcarce conceive or pen deſcribe, Mit- 
oo Üümp'ring on, to aſcertain whole ſex 10 
Twelve ſage impannell'd matrons would perple hi 
Nor male nor female; neither, and yet both; WW 1 
Of neuter gender, tho' of Iriſh growth; d, 
A fix foot ſuckling, mincing in Its gait, h 
Affected, peeviſh, prim, aud delicate; 1 
Fear ful It ſcem'd, tho' of athletick make, [t 
L eſt brutal breezes ſuould too roughly ſhake e\ 
Its tender form, and ſavage motion l Wo! 
Oer Its pale cheeks the horrid manty red. ce 


Much did lt talk, in Its own pretty date 
of. genius and of taſte, of play'rs and plays; 
Much too of writings Which itſelf had wrote, 
Of ſpecial merit tho' of little note, 

For Fate in a ſtrange humour had decreed 

That what It wrote none but Itſelf ſhould read; Wh 
Much too it chatter'd of dramatick laws, 39 
Misjudging criticks and miſplac'd applauſe; 


5 


THE ROSCIAD, | 37 


n with a ſelſ- complacent jutting air 


00; 11d, It ſmirk'd, It wriggled, to the chair, 
| with an awkward briſknefs not Its own, - 
2 pking around, and perking on the throne, 
ares umphant ſeem'd, when that ſtrange ſavage dame 
pwn but to few, or only known by name, 166 
ind in Common Senſe, appear d. by Nature there 
ointed, with Plain Truth, to guard the chair; 
| pageant-ſaw, and blaſted with her frown 
ſcribe, {Wits firſt ſtate of nothing melted down. 170 
1 41 for ſhall the Muſe, (for even there the pride 
derple his vain nothing ſhall be mortify'd) _ 
h; ſhall the Muſe ({hould Fate ordain her rhymes, 
d, pleaſing thought! to live in after- times) 
h ſuch a trifler's name her pages blot, 175 
dwn be the character, the thing forgot; 
t, to diſappoint each ſuture aim, 
ke e without ſex, and die without a name *! 
1 old-blooded criticks, by enervate fires 
; ce hammer'd out, when Nature's feeble fires 180 
raſe, imer'dtheir laſt: whoſe fluggiſh blood, half froze, 
a3.” eps lab'ring thro? the veins; whoſe heart ne'cr 
rote, h fancy-kindled heat; —a ſervile race, [glows 
o in mere want of fault all merit place; 
d Curioſity will not quarrel with us for informing her that 
4 read; ame of the perſon to whom theſc fevere lines allude Wat 


trick, 


ue J. ; D 


7 


uſe; 
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Vho blind obedience pay to ancient ſchools, 
3igots to Greece, and ſlaves to muſty rules, 
With ſolemn conſequence declar'd that none 
Could judge that cauſe but Sophocles alone: 
Dupes to their fancy'd excellence the crowd 
Obſequious to the ſacred dictate bow'd. I 

When from amidſt the throng a youth ſtood fort 
Unknown his perſon not unknown his worth; 
His look beſpoke applauſe; alone he ſtood, 
Alone he ſtemm'd the mighty critick flood: 
He talk'd of Ancients as the man became 1 
Who priz'd our own but envy'd not their fame; 
With noble rev'rence ſpoke of Greece and Rome, 
And ſcorn'd to tear the laurel from the tomb. 

«© But more than juſt to other countries grown, 
« Muſt we turn baſe apoſtates to our own! N 
Where do theſe words of Greeee and Rome exce 
«© That England may not pleaſe the ear as well? 
«© What mighty magick 's in the place or air 
« That all perfection needs mult centre there? 
In ſtates let ſtrangers blindly be preferr'd *, 2 
eln ſtate of letters Merit ſhould be heard. 
“ Genius is of no country; her pure ray 
«© Spreads all abroad, as gen'ral as the day; 
« Foe to reſtraint, from place to place ſhe flies, 
* And may hereafter ev'n in Holland riſe. / 


*The future political ſatiriſt ſeems to break forth in this 
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May not, (to give a pleaſing fancy ſcope, 

nd cheer a patriot heart with patriot hope) 

Hay not ſome great extenſive genius raiſe 

The name of Britain *bove Athenian praiſe, 214 
And, whilſt brave thirſt of fame his boſom warms, 
ake England great in letters as in arms? [aſpires 
here may there hath=—and Shakeſpeare's Muſe 


1 
zd ſort) 


13 3 the reach of Greece; with native fires, 
ounting aloft, he wings his daring flight „height. 
Wh Sophocles below ſtands trembling at his 

hy ſhould we then abroad for judges roam 221 

ame; hen abler judges we may find at home: 

dome, Nflappy in tragick and in comick pow'rs, 

b. ave we not Shakeſpeare? —is not Jonſon “ ours! 

row, or them, your nat'ral judges, Britons! vote; 225 

| hey judge like Britons who like Britons wrote.“ 

me exc e e ſaid, and conquer 'd—5enfe reſum'd her f. ſway, 

well! diſappointed pedants falh'd away: 

ir keſpeare and Johnſon, with deſer v'd applauſe, 

re? t judges were ordain'd to try the caule. 230 

C7 antime the ſtranger ev'ry voice employ'd 

| aſk or tell his name-—Vho is it Lioyd f. 

: Ben. Johnſon. 

E 8 The Critical Reviewers, in their wiſdoms, informed the 

flies, d who was the author of The Rofciad bytranſcribing the 

; half of this line—* Who is it ?—Lloyd.” 


ID i; 
h in this! Y 
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OD 


Thus when the aged friends of Job ſtood mute, 
And tamely prudent gave up the diſpute, 
Elihu, with the decent warmth of youth, 2 
Boldly ſtood forth the advocate of Truth, = 
Confuted Falſehood, and diſabled Pride, S © 
Whilſt bailed Age ſtood ſnarling at his ſide. 
The day of trial's fix'd, nor any fear 
Leſt day of trial ſhould be put off here. 
Cauſes but ſeldom for delay can call 
In courts where forms are few, fees none at all. 
The morning came, nor find I that the ſun, 
As he on other great events hath done, 
Put on a brighter robe than what he wore 
To go his journey in the day before. 
Full in the centre of a ſpacious plain, 
On plan entirely new, where nothing vain, 
Nothing magnificent, appear'd, but Art 
With decent modeſty perform'd her part, 
Roſe a tribunal; from no other court 
It borrow'd ornament or fought ſupport : 
No juries here were pack'd to kill or clear, 
No bribcs were taken, nor oaths broken here; 
No gownſmen, partial to a chent's cauſe, 
To their own purpoſe tun'd the pliant laws: 
Each judge was true and ſteady to his truſt, 
As Mansſicld wiſe, and as old Foſter juſt. 
In the firſt ſeat, 1a robe of various dyes, 
A noble wildneſs flaſhing from his eyes, 
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Shakeſpeare —in one hand a wand he bore, 
mighty wonders fam'd in days of yore, | 
other held a globe, which to his will 

dient turn'd, and own'd the maſter's ill: 

bs of the nobleſt kind his genius drew, 265 
| look'd thro? Nature at a ſingle view: ; 
ofe he gave to his unbounded ſoul, 

taught new lands to riſe, new ſeas to roll, 
'dinto being ſcenes unknown before, 

| paſſing Nature's bounds was ſomething more. 
ext Johnſon ſat, in ancient learning train'd, 271 
rigid judgment fancy's fliglits reſtrain'd, 

ectly prun'd, each wild luxuriant thought 

kid out her courſe, nor ſpar'd a glorious fault: 
book of Man he read with niceſt art, 275 
| ranſack'd all the ſecrets of the heart, 


2 
, ted penetration's utmoſt force, 
trac'd each paſſion to its proper ſource, 
| n, ſtrongly mark'd, in livelicſt colours drew, 
brought each foible forth to publick view: 280 
coxcomb felt a laſh in ev'ry word, 
; 
, fools hung out their brother fools deterr'd: 
ere: 7 : : 
omick humour kept the world in ave, 
= Laughter frighten'd Folly more than Law. 284 
WS. h: 71 8 3 ; . 5 ds ! d a f 
8 it hark! —the trumpct ſounds, the crowd gives 
7 * 23 . 
: the proceſſion comes in jul! array. [way, 
f ow ſhould 1, in ſome ſweet poetick line, 
8. 


up incenſe at Apollo's ſhrine, 
$29 
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Next Snuffer, Sweeper, Shifter, Soldier, Mute; 


Invoke the Muſe to quit her calm abode, 
And waken Mem'ry with a fleeping ode“; 
For how ſhould mortal man in mortal verſe | 
Their titles, merits, or their names, rehearſe? Mo- 
But give, kind Dulnefs! memory and rhyme, 
We'll put off genius till another time. 
Firſt Order came—with ſolemn ſtep and ſlow, 

In meatur'd time his feet were taught to go; 
Behind from time to time he caft his eye, 
Left this ſhould quit his place, that ſtep awry; 
Appearances to ſave his only care; 
So things ſeem right no matter what they are: 
In him his parents ſaw themſelves renew'd, 
Begotten by Sir Critick on Saint Prude. 

Then came Drum, Trumpet, Hautboy, Fiddle, Fl 


Legions of Angels all in white advance; 


Furies, all fire, come forward in a dance; bn 
Pantomime figures then are brought to view, t! 
Fools hand in hand with fools go two by two: fo 
Next came the Treaſurer of either Houſe, e ; 
One with full purſe, t' other with not a ſous; uſt 
Behind a group of figures awe create, tf 


Set off with all th' impertinence of ſtate, 


* Maſon, at whom our Author's ſatire is levelled in al 
al his writings, lad publiſhed An Ode to Memory. Sec 
Poems. 
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y lace and feather conſecrate to fame, 
xpletive kings and queens without a name. 
Here Havard, all ſerene, in the ſame ſtrains 315 


12 


ſe? oves, hates, and rages, triumphs, and complains; | 
ne, is caſy vacant face proclaim'd a heart 
| hich could not feel emotions nor impart. 
flow, WT ith him came mighty Davies: on my life 
; :at Davies hath a very pretty wife : — 320 
ateſman all over! in plots famous grown! 
Try e mouths a ſentence as curs mouth a bone. 
. Next Holland came. — With truly tragick ſtalk 
are: Wc creeps, he flies. — A hero ſhould not walk. 
d, if with Heav'n he warr'd, his eager eyes 325 
anted their batteries againſt the ſkies; 
ddle, Fi titude, action, air, pauſe, ſtart, figh, groan, 
Mute; MW borrow'd, and made uſe of as his own. 
Fortune thrown on any other ſtage | 
2 might perhaps have pleas'd any ealy age, 339 
iew, It now appears a copy and no more 
two: ſomething better we have ſeen before. 
e, ze actor who would build a folid fame 
ous: uſt imitation's ſervile arts diſclaim, 
from himſelf, on his own bottom ſtand; 335 
ate ev'n Garrick thus at ſ:cond-hand. 
zehind came King.-—Bred up in modeſt lore, 
a ſaful and young, he 8 lon Hibernia's ſhore, 


hernia! fam'd, bove ev'ry other grace, 
matchleſs intrepidity of face: 340 


.. I: 
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From her his features caught the gen'rous flame, 
And bid defiance to all ſenſe of ſhame; 
Tutor'd by her all rivals to ſurpaſs, | 
Mongſt Drury's ſons he comes, and ſhines in bra; 
Lo, Yates!— Without the leaſt fineſſe of art 24 
He gets applauſe; I wiſh he'd get his part. 
When hot impatience is in full career 
How vilely © Hark'e! Hark'e!” grates the ear! 
When active fancy from the brain is ſent, 
And ſtands on tiptoe for ſome wiſh'd event, 
I hate thoſe careleſs blunders which recall 
Suſpended ſenſe, and prove it fiction all. 
In characters of low and vulgar mould, 


Where Nature's coarſeſt features we bchold, 3 
Where, deſtitute of ev'ry decent grace, T = 
Unmanner'd jeſts are blurted in your face, A 
There Yates wich juſtice ſtrict attention draws, A 
Acts truly from himſelf, and gains applauſe; ” 
But when to pleaſe himſelf or charm his wife : 
He aims at ſomething in politer life, 1 D 


When, blindly thwarting Nature's ſtubborn plan, 
He treads the ſtage by way of gentleman, 
The clown, who no one touch of breeding knows, 
Looks like Tom Errand dreſs'd in Clincher's* cloth 
Fond of his dreſs, fond of his perſon grown, 3 


Laugh'd at by all, and to himſelf unknown, 


* Sce Farquhar's Conſtant Couple. CE 
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m ſide to ſide he ſtruts, he ſmiles, he prates, 
ſeems to wonder what 's become of Yates. 
oodward, endow'd with various tricks of face, 
at maſter in the ſcience of grimace, 370 
m lreland ventures, fav'rite of the Town, 

d by the pleaſing proſpect of renown ; 

xeaking Harlequin, made up of whim, 

twiſts, he twines, he tortures, every limb, 

s to the eye with a mere monkey's art, 375 
| leaves to ſenſe the conqueſt of the heart; 

laugh indeed, but on refleRion's birth 

wonder at ourſelves, and curſe our mirth. 

waik of parts he fatally miſplac'd, 


, i | inclination fondly took for taſte; 380 
cc hath the Town ſo often ſeen diſplay'd 
1 in burleſque, high life in maſquerade. 
aws, 5 
i; ut when bold wits, not ſuch as patch up plays, 
c and correct, in theſe inſipid days, 
855 e ſcomick character ſtrong ſeatur'd urge 385 
J robability' s extremeſt verge, 
n plan, 
ere modeſt Judgment her decree ſuſperids, 
| for a time nor cenſures nor commends, 
knows, EE : 5 
re criticks cann't determine on the ſpot 
S cloth N 
cher it is in nature found or not, 390 
i, re Woodward ſafely ſhall his pow'rs exert, 
n, 


fail of ſavour where he ſhews deſert; 
ce he in Bobadil ſuch praiſes bore, 
worthy praiſes, Kitely ſcarce had more. 


| 


f 

| 
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By turns transform'd into all kind of ſhapes, | 
Conſtant to none, Foote laughs, cries, ſtruts, ; 
Now in the centre, now in van or rear, [ſcraj 
The Proteus ſhifts, bawd, parſon, auctioneer. 
His ſtrokes of humour and his burſts of ſport 
Are all contain'd in this one word, Diſtort. 

Doth a man ſtutter, look a-ſquint, or halt ? 
Mimicks draw humour out of Nature's fault, 


With perſonal defects their mirth adorn, to 
And hang misfortunes out to publick ſcorn, ' d 
Ev'n I, whom Nature caſt in hideous mould, n 
Whom having made ſhe trembled to behold, ri. 
Beneath the load of mimickry.may groan, 0 


And ſind that Nature's errours are my own *, 
Shadows behind of Foote and Woodward cam 
Wilkinſon this, Obrien was that name. 
Strange to relate, but wonderfully true, 
"That even ſhadows have their ſhadows too! 
With not a ſingle comick pow'r endu'd, 
The firſt a mere mere mimick's mimick ſtood, 
The laſt, by Nature form'd to pleaſe, who ſhows 
In Johnſon's Stephen which way genius grows, 
Self quite pur off, affects with too much art 
To put on Woodward in each mangled part, e 
Adopts his ſhrug, his wink, his flare, nay, more, 
His voice, and croaks, for Woodward croak' d hel 


* The poet has here made upa rod which will do for t! 
tiriſt as well as the player. 
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n a dull copier ſimple grace neglects, 42 
reſts his imitation in defects, 

readily forgive ; but ſuch vile arts 

double guilt in men of real parts. 

Nature form'd in her perverſeſt mood, 425 


: 1 no one requilite of art endu'd, h 
lt? Jackſon came. Obſerve that ſettled glare, 
ult, ch better fpeaks a puppet than a play'r ; 

to that voice did ever Diſcord hear 
K. ds ſo well fitted to her untun'd ear! 430 
Id, n to enforce ſome very tender part 
1d, right hand ſleeps by inſtinct on the heart 
; oul, of ev'ry other thought bereft, 
n . xious only where to place the left; 
rd can bs and pants to ſooth his weeping ſpouſe, 435 

oth his weeping mother turns and bows : 

ward, embarraſs'd, ſtiff, without the ſkill 
81 oving gracefully or ſtanding ſtill, 

leg, as if ſufpicious of his brother, 
Lood, ous ſeems to run away from t' other. 449 
ſhows me crrours, handed down from age to age, 
grows, | cuſtom's force, and ſtill poſſeſs the ſtage. 
art s vile— Should we a parent's faults adore, 
art, err becauſe our fathers err'd before? f 
y, more ttentive to the author's mind, 445 
„ak ' d bei actors made the jeſt they could not find, 
ow tricks they marr'd fair Nature's mien, 
do for t! 


lurr'd the graces of the ſimple ſcene, 


_— — — 
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Shall we, if reaſon rightly is employ'd, 
Not ſee their faults, or ſecing not avoid! 
When Falſtaff ſtands detected in a lie, 
Why without meaning rolls Love's glaſſy eye! 
Why !—There 's no cauſe—at leaſt no cauſe 
It was the faſhion twenty years ago, [Knox 
Faſhion—a word which knaves and fools may ul 
Their knavery and folly to excuſe. 
To copy beauties forfeits all pretence 
To fame to copy faults is want of ſenſe. 
Yet (tho' in ſome particulars he fails, 
Some ſew particulars, where mode prevails) 
If in theſe hallow'd times, when ſober ſad 
All gentlemen are melancholy mad, 
When 't is not deem'd ſo great a crime by half 
To violate a Veſtal as to laugh, 
Rude mirth may hope preſumpt'ous to engage 
An act of toleraticn for the flage, | 
And courtiers will, like reaſonable creatures, | 
Suſpend vain faſhion, and unſcrew their feature: 
Old Falſtaff play'd by Love ſhall pleaſe once mo 
And Humour ſet the audience in a roar. 


Actors l'avè ſcen, and of no vulgar name, {fc 
Who being from one part poſſeſs'd of fame, Wo 
Whether they are to laugh, cry, whine, or bawiſh: 
Still introduce that ſav'rite part in all. ib 


Here, Love, be cautious-—ne'er be thou betray Whit 
To call in that wag Falſtalſ's dang'rous aid; h 
2 
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c Goths of old, howe'er he ſeems a friend. 
l ſeize that throne you wiſh him to deſene. 
peculiar mould by Humour caſt, 

Falſtaff fram'd——himſelf the firſt and laſt.— 480 
tands aloof from all maintains his ſtate, 
ſcorns, like Scotſmen, to aſſimilate. | 
all diſguiſe—too piain we ſee the trick, 

'the knight wears the weeds of Dominick, 

Boniface, diſgrac'd, betrays the ſmack 485 
2720 Domane of Falſtaſf 8 ſack. : 

1 rms croſs'd, brows bent, eyes fix d, feet marching 
1s) 


ad of malcontents with fpleen o'erflow; [{low, 
| pt in conceit's impenetrable fog, 
ch Pride, like Phœbus, draws from ev'ry bog, 490 
y hall Wh curſe the managers, and curſe the Town, 
fe partial favour keeps ſuch merit down. 
ngage t if ſome man, more hardy than the reſt, 
| Id dare attack theſe gnatlings in their neſt, 
ures, Wie they riſe with impotence of rage, 495 
feature their ſmall ſtings, and buzz about the ſtage 
once mos breach of privilege Shall any dare 
; arm ſatirick truth againſt a play'r Folk 
ame, ſcriptive rights we plead time out of mind; 
me, - Mor unlaſh'd themſclves may laſh mankind.” 
, or bait! ſhall Opinion then, of Nature free, 501 
ib'ral as the vagrant air, agree 
u betray Whit in chains like theſe, impos'd by things 


s aid; h Teſs than nothing ape the pride of kin 58 E 
ume J. * 
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No—tho? half-poets with half-players join 
To curſe the freedom of each honeſt line, 
Tho' rage and malice dim their faded cheek, 
What the Muſe ſreely thinks ſhe'lI freely ſpeak; 
With juſt difdain of ev'ry paltry ſteer, 
Stranger alike to flattery and fear, 
I 1 purpoſe fix'd, and to herſelf a rule, 
Publick contempt ſhall wait the publick fool. 
Auſtin would always gliſten in French ſilks, 
A kman would Norris be, and Packer Wilks; 
For who like Ackman can with humour pleaſe! 
Who can like Packer charm with ſprightly eaſ:iſ 
Higher than all the ref, ſec Branſby ſtrut, 
A mighty Gulliver in Lilliput ! 
70 | ji Ludicrous Nature! which at once could ſhow 
% A man ſo very high, ſo very low. 
If I forget thee, Blakes, or if l fay 
Aught hurtful, may I never ſee thee play. 
Let criticks with a ſupercilious air 
Decry thy various merit, and declare 
Frenchman is ſtill at top; — but ſcorn that rage 
Which in attacking thee attacks the age. 
French follies univerſally embrac'd 
At once provoke our mirth and form cur taſte, 
Long from a nation * ever hardly us'd, 
At random cenfur'd, wantonly abus'd, 
* Ireland. 


On 


— 
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ze Britons drawn their ſ port, with partial view 


5 m'd gen' ral notions from the raſcal few, 
ek, demn'd a people as for vices known 
ſpeak; ich from their country banzſh'd ſeck our own. 
ength, howe'er, the ſlaviſh chain is broke, « 35 
d Senſe awaken'd ſcorns her ancient yoke: 
cht by thee, Mocdy, we now learn to raiſe 
1401. th from their foibles, from their virtues praiſe, 
Bine, ext come the legion which our ſummer Bay es 
ilks; WM” alleys here and there contriv'd to raiſe, $549 
pleaſe! h'd with vaſt hopes, and certain to ſucceed, 
1y eaſe h wits who cannot write and ſcarce can read. 
t, 'rens no more ſupport the rotten cauſe, 
more from Elliot's worth they reap applauſe; 
mow on himſelf determines to rely; 545 
ates diſbanded, and let Ellict fly. 
er did play'rs ſo well an author fit, 
Mature dead, and foes declar'd to wit. 
15 oud each tongue, ſo empty was each head, 
vuch they talk'd, ſo very little ſaid, 530 
iat rage ondrous dull, and yet ſo wondrous vain, 


once ſo willing and unfit to reign, 

at Reaſon ſwore, nor would the oath recall, 
nel ir mighty maſter's ſoul inform'd them all. 

4 one with various diſappointments ſad, 535 
; om dulneſs only kept from being mad , 


© Great wits to madneſs ſure are near ally'd.“ 


E ij 
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Apart ſrom all the reſt, great Murphy came— 
Common to fools and wits the rage of fame. 
What tho? the ſons of Nonſenſe hail him Sire, 
Auditor t, Author, Manager, and Squire ? 
His reſtleſs ſoul's ambition ſtops not there; 

To make his triumphs perfe& dub him Play'r. 


+ This was the name of a periodical paper of politicks, L 
Bute was appointed Firſt Commiſſioner of the Treaſury 2 
May 1702; on the fame day was publithed No. 1. of The 
ton; NO. I. of The North Briton appeared June 5; No.! 
"The Auditor June 10. Wilkes and his friends were ſup 
to be concerned in The North Briton, and Murphy in the o 
tWO papers. There is a deep ſtroke of politicks upon it 
which deſcrves to be remembered. he gentlemen Conc! 
ed inthe North Briton conveyed a letter to the conducin 
The Auditor, reprobating the art of talſehood which had 
employed to ſet every acquiſition made by the treaty of yt 
in a contemptible light, and more particularly the acquili 
vi Florida, Than which,” ſays the letter writer, “ I nt 
** ſaw a nner country. The only, at prefent, profitable tr 
of Florida are certain large bogs, which produce an ey 
** lent kind offucl, pretty much the my thing which in 
land] is called Peet or Turf. Of this there is by far a gre! 
* quantity than would ſerve the inhabitants for firing, 
they ten times more numerous. Now, Sir, it is a fact n 
* rivully true, and of which I have been an eye-witnefs,! 
all kinds of fuel is extremely ſcarce in the Weſt- Indie 
don't mean for boiling the ſugars, for with that the tral 
*+© the fugar-cane abundantly ſupplies them, but for dome 
** uſes. Ihe fcarcity is ſuch, that I can ſafely affirm not! 
< of the lower kind of planters has a comfortable fire in 

* parlour or bed- chamber: nay, even amonsgit the better 
have ſeldoin feen a good fire, though at the ſevereſt ſt 
of the year.,—is it then a ſmall advantage to add, and! 
at a cheap rate, to the conveniencies and comforts d 
* 10W-iu0jeckts, felow-creaturcs, and felow-Chriſtians?” 
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n perſon tall, a figure form'd to pleaſe, 


ne | | 
RH ymmetry could charm depriv'd of eaſe: 
Are. en motionleſs he ſtands we all approve; 565 
9 . . * 0 

5 at pity 't is the Thing was made to move. 
? lis voice in one dull, deep, unvary'd, ſound 
9 
ay'r ms to break ſorth from caverns under ground; 

m hollow cheſt the low ſepulchral note | 
liticks.! villing heaves, and ſtruggles in his throat. 570 
reaſury 2 ; 7 Loh ae e | & 
TY ould authors butcher'd give an actor grace , 
$3 No. muſt to him reſign the foremoſt place. 
ere ſupyi : 
in the curious epiſtie The Auditor immediately publithed in his 
upon eg Number, taking merit to himſelf for printing it © exactly 
nen CO he received it,” that he might throw all the lights in 
conducußg rower upon the ſolid value of the advantages procured 
ich had | the late negotiation.” Before it appeared the perſon 
eaty of px conducted the paper went out of Town; but on his re- 
ae Aacquili in order to be ready for the periodical day of publica- 
er, I he found the whole Town on fire with his Floridatur, 
ofitable tl Noth Briton reprinted the letter in his 20th Number, 
UuCce ang his beſt thanks to The Auditor for having ſo obligingly 
which in ted it. Florida turf burnt moſt violently; the ſituation 
7 far a ge ncatferable. The Auditor bore it as long as he could, 
r firing, era periined in the flames. The kindnets of his corre-— 
Is a 0 Deen reached beyond death, and thus inſcribed his tomb, 
-witnels,! | 


letter was ſigned /72or.) 
Sifte, Viator! 
Deep in this bog The Auditor [es ill, 
His labours finiih'd, and worn out his quill ; 


Veſt- Indie 
lat the tral 
for dome 


Affirm not His fires extinguiſh'd, and his works unread, 

ble fire i In peace he ſteeps with the forgotten dead: 
able With heath and ſedge, oh! may his tomh be dreſt, 

the beite! And his own turf lie light upon his breaſt. 

225 . (p] G 5 . - 

ſeverett 5 Et quorungiue volunt animum duditoris agunto. HH OR» 
wo 1 ertain Indian tribes are ſaid to believe that all the good 
— 8 0 . . . k 
15 8 „ties of an enemy whom they butcher immediately be- 
riftians! 7 8 


e their Own, 


E it. 
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When he attempts, in ſome one fav'rite part, 

To ape the feelings of a manly heart, 

His honcſt features the diſguiſe defy, 

And his face loudly gives his tongue the lie. 
Still in extremes he knows no happy mean, 

Or raving mad or ſtupidly ſerene : 

In cold-wrought ſcenes the lifeleſs actor flags, 

In paſſion tears the paſſion into rags, x 

Can none remember: Ves] know all muſt 

When in the Moor he ground his teeth to dult, | 

When o'er the ſtage he Folly's ſtandard bore, 

Whilſt Common Senſe {ſtood trembling at the do, 
How few are found with real talents bleſt! 

Fewer with Nature's gifts contented reſt. 

Man from his ſphere eccentrick ſtarts aſtray ; 

All hunt for fame, but moſt miſtake the way. 

Dred at St. Omer's to the ſhuffling trade, 

Ihe hopeful youth a Jeſuit might have made, 

With various readings ſtor'd his empty ſcull, 

Learn'd without ſenſe, and venerably dull ; 

Or at ſome banker's deſk, like many more, 

Content to tell that two and two make four, 

His name had {ſtood in City annals fair, 

And prudent Dulneſs mark'd him for a may'r. 

What then could tempt rhee, in a critick age, 

Such blooming hopes to forſeit on a ſtage ? 

Could it be worth thy wondrous waſte of pains 

To publiſh to the world thy lack of brains? 
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rt, might not reaſon ev'n to thee have ſhown 
y greateſt praiſe had been to live unknown ? 
let not vanity like thine deſpair; 
e. tune makes Folly her peculiar care. 
zan, \ vacant throne high-plac'd in Smithfield view, 
acred Dulneſs and her firſt-born due, 606 
ags, ther with haſte in happy hour repair, 
l birthright claim, nor fear a rival there; 
| mull ter himſelf ſhall own thy juſter claim, 


> duit, WW venal Legers puff their Murphy's“ name, 610 
ore, ilſt Vaughan or Dapper, call him which you will, 
t the doll blow the trumpet and give out the bill. 
leſt! here rule ſecure from criticks and from ſenſe, 
r once {hall Genius riſe to give offence; _ 

ray; ral peace ſhall bleſs the happy ſhore, 615 
Way. d little factions break thy reſt no more. 
80 rom Covent - Garden crowds promiſcuous go, 
nade, ; om the Muſe knows not, nor deſires to know: 
cull, 'rans they ſeem'd, but knew of arms no more 
ll; an if till that time arms they never bore: 620 
re, e Weſtminſter militia train'd to fight, 
our, y ſcarcely knew the left hand from the right: 

am'd among ſach troops to ſhew the head, 
may'r. ir chiefs were ſcatter'd, and their heroes fled, 
ick age, ¶ parks at his glaſs ſat comfortably down 625 
re? ſep"rate frown from ſmile and ſmile from frown. 
f 1 a urphy was ſuppoſed to be the author of The Publick 
NS, r. 


| 
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Smith, the genteel, the airy, and the ſmart, 
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Smith was juſt gone to ſchool toſay his part. 
Roſs (a misfortune which we often meet) 
Was faſt aſleep at dear Statira's feet; ( 
Statira, with her hero to agree, 
Stood on her feet as faſt aſleep as he. 
Macklin, who largely deals in half-form'd ſound; 
Who wantonly tranſgreſſes Nature's bounds, 
Whoſe aQting 's hard, affected, and conſtrain'd, { 
Whoſe features, as each other they diſdain'd, 
At variance ſet, inflexible, and coarſe, 

Ne'er know the workings of united force, 
Ne'er kindly ſoften to each other's aid, 

Nor ſhew the mingled pow'rs of light and ſhade, ( 
No longer for a thankleſs {tage concern'd, 

To worthier thoughts his mighty genius turn'd, 
Harangu'd, gave lectures, made each ſimple elf 
Almoſt as good a ſpeaker as himſelf, 

Whilſt the whole Town, mad with miſtaken zeal,( 
An awkward rage for elocution feel, 

Dull cits and grave divines his praiſe proclaim, 
And join with Sheridan's their Macklin's name, 
Shuter, who never car'd a ſingle pin 

Whether he left out nonſenſe or put in, 

Who aim'd at wit, tho”, levell'd in the dark, 
The random arrow {cldom hit the mark, 

At Iſlington, all by the placid ſtream 

Where City ſwains in lap of Dulneſs dream, 
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re quiet as her ſtrains their ſtrains do flow, 6: 5 5 
t all the patron by the bards may know, 

et as night, with Rolt's experienc'd aid 

plan of future operations laid, : 

jected ſchemes the ſummer months to cheer, 

| ſpin out happy folly thro? the year. 660 
But think not, tho' theſe daſtard chiefs are fled, 

t Covent-Garden troops fhall want a head: 
lequin comes their chief! ge from afar 

hero ſeated in fantaſtick car! 
ded to Novelty, his only arms 665 
wooden ſwords, wands, taliſmans, and charms: 
me fide Folly fits, by ſome call'd Fun, 

on the other his arch-patron, Lun ; 

nd, for liberty a-thirſt in vain, 

e, helpleſs captive ! drags the galling chain: 670 
ude misſhapen beaſts the chariot draw, 

dm Reaſon loaths, and Nature never ſaw, 

ers with tails of ice and heads of ſire, 

rons and Hydras, and Chymzras dire“: 

was beſtrode by full as monſtrous wight, 675. 
t, dwarf, genius, elf, hermaphrodite. 

Town, as uſual, met him in full cry; 

Town, as uſual, knew no reaſon Why: 

aſnion ſo directs, and Moderns raiſe 

D aſhion's mould'ring baſe their tranſient praiſe, 


ſounds 
ds, 
in'd, ( 
n'd, 


* Milton. 
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Next to the field a band of females draw 
Their force, for Britain owus to Salique law: 
Juſt to their worth we female rights admit, 
Nor bar their claim to empire or to wit. 

Firſt giggling. plotting, chambermaids arrive, 
Hoydons and roraps, led on by Gen'ral Clive. 
In ſpite of autward blemiſhes ſhe ſhone, 

For humour fam'd, and humour all her own: 
Eaſy, as if at home, the ftage ſhe trode, 

Nor ſought the critick's praiſe nor fear'd his rod: 
Original in ſpirit and in eaſe, | 

She pleas'd by hiding all attempts to pleaſe : 
No comick actreſs ever yet could raiſe, 

On humour's baſe, more merit or more praiſe, 

With all the native vigour of ſixteen, 
Among the merry troop conſpicuous ſeen, 
See lively Pope advance 1n jig, and trip 
Corinna, Cherry, Honeycomb, and Snip : f 
Not without art, but yet to Nature true, U 
She charms the Town with humour juſt yet new: a 
Cheer'd by her promiſe, we the leſs deplore 1 
The fatal time when Clive ſhall be no more. a. 

Lo! Vincent comes with ſimple grace array | 

| 


She laughs at paltry arts and ſcorns parade: 
Nature thro? her is by reflection ſhown, 
Whilſt Gay once more knows Polly for his own 
Talk not to me of diffidence and fear— Fe 
I ſee it all, but muſt forgive it here; 
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7 as like theſe, which niodeſt terrours cauſe, 
W: n impudence itſelf extort applauſe. 710 
it, dour and Reaſon ſtill take Virtue's part; | 


love ev'n foibles in ſo good an heart. 
arrive et Tommy Arne with uſual pomp of ſtyle, 


live. Wit: chief whoſe only merit 's to compile, 
o, meanly pilf'ring here and there a bit, 713 
wn: Is muſick out as Murphy deals out wit, 


liſn propoſals, laws for taſte preſcribe, 
is rod: WW: chaunt the praiſe of an Italian tribe; 
him reverſe kind Nature's firſt decrees, 


ſe; teach ev'n Brent a method not to pleaſe; 720 

never ſhall a truly Pritifh age | a 
vraiſe. a vile race of eunuchs on the ſtage: 

boaſted work 's call'd National in vain 

n, ie [talian voice pollutes the ſtrain, 

ere tyrants rule and fla ves with joy obey 725 
2 laviſh minſtrels pour th' ener vate lay; 
, Britons far more noble pleaſures ſpring, 
yet NEW: ative notes whilſt Beard and Vincent ſing. 
lore light figure give a title unto fame 
ore. at rival ſhould with Yates difpute her claim 730 
ace arraſJuſtice may not partial trophies raiſe, 


ade: ſink the actreſs in the woman's praiſe. 
hand in hand her words and actions go, 
his owaß the heart feels more than the features ſhow, 


thro' the regions of that beauteous face 735 
no variety of paſſions trace 
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Dead to the ſoft emotions of the heart 
No kindred ſoftneſs can thoſe eyes impart: 
The brow, ſtill fix'd in ſorrows ſullen frame, 
Void of diſtinction, marks all parts the ſame. 
What 's a fine perſon or a beauteous face, 
Unleſs deportment gives them decent grace ? 
Bleſs'd with all other rcquiſites to pleaſe, 
Some want the ſtriking elegance of eaſe ; 
The curious eye their awkward movement tires; 
They ſeem like puppets led about by wires: 
Others, like ſtatues, in one poſture ſtill, 
Give great ideas of the workman's ſkill; 


Wond'ring, bis art we praiſe the more we view, 


And only grieve he gave not motion too. 

Weak of themſelves are what we beauties call; 

It is the manner which gives ſtrength to all: 

This teaches ev'ry beauty to unite, 

And brings them forward in the nobleſt light: 

Happy in this, behold, amidſt the throng, | 

With tranſient gleam of grace, Hart ſweeps alon! 
If all the wonders cf external grace, 

A perſon finely turn'd, a mould of face, 

Where, union rare, Expreſſion's lively force 

With Beauty's ſofteft magick holds diſcourſe, 


[ 


| Attract the eye; if feclings void of art 


Rouſe the quick paſſions and inflame the heart; 
If muſick ſweetly breathing from the tongue 
Captives the ear, Bride muſt not paſs unſung. 


(x 


"ken fear, which rank ill- nature terms Conceit, 
ime and cuſtom conquer'd, ſhall retreat; 7066 
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e, n judgment, tutor'd by experience ſage, 

e. | ſhoot abroad, and gather ſtrength from age; 

, -n Heaven, in mercy, ſhall the ſtage releaſe 

e? n the dull Numbers of a ſtill- life piece; 770 
n ſome ſtale low'r, diſgraceful to the walk, 
ch long hath hung, tho' wither'd, on the ſtalk, 

tires; WW! kindly drop, then Bride ſhall make her way, 

3: merit find a paſſage to the day; 1 
ght into action, ſhe at once ſhall raiſe 1 
own renown, and juſtify our praiſe. 

e view, rm'd for the tragick ſcene, to grace the ſtage 

rival excellence of love and rage, 

call; reſs of each ſoft art, with matchleſs ſkill 

all: rn and wind the paſſions as ſhe will, 780 

elt the heart with ſympathetick woe, 

licht: ke the ſigh, and teach the tear to flow, 

hg con Frenzy's wild diſtracted glare, 

eps lou freeze the ſoul with horrour and deſpair, 

juſt deſert enroll'd in endleſs fame, 785 
cious of worth ſuperiour, Cibber came. 

orce hen poor Alicia's madd'ning brains are rack'd, 

ourſe, firongly imag'd gricfs her mind diſtract, 

k with her grief I catch the madneſs too, 

e heart; rain turns round, the beadleſs trunk view! 390 

ngue oof cracks,ſhakes,and falls—newhorrours i, 

nſung. Reaſon bury'd in the ruin hes, 


Ne 85 F 
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Nobly diſdainful of each flaviſh art, 

She makes her firſt attack upon the heart; 
Pleas'd with the ſummons, it receives her laws, 
And all is filence, ſympathy, applauſe. 

But when, by fond ambition drawn aſide, 
Giddy with praiſe, and puff'd with female pridz 
She quits the tragick ſcene, and in pretence 
To comick merit breaks down Nature's fence, | 
] ſcarcely can believe my ears or eyes, | 

Or find ont C:bber thro' the dark diſguiſe. 

Pritchard, by Nature for the ſtage deſign'd, 

In perſon graceful, and in ſenſe refin'd; 

Her art as much as Nature's friend became, 
Her voice as free from blemiſh as her fame. 
Who knows ſo well in majeſty to pleaſe, 
Attemper'd with the graceful charms of eaſe! 


When, Congreve's favour'd pantomime tog 
She comes a captive queen of Mooriſh race, 
When love, hate, jealouſy, deſpair, and rage, 
With wildeſt tumults in her breaſt engage, 
Still equal to herſeli 1s Zara ſcen; 


Her paiſions are the paſſions of a queen, 
When ſhe to murther whets the tim'rous tha 
1 feel ambition ruſh thro? ev'ry vein; 
P:rſuaſion hangs upon her daring tongue; 
My heart grows flint, and ev'ry nerve's newſl 
In comedy Nay, there,” cries Critick,“ 
Pr itchard 's for comedy too fat and old: 
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ho can, with patience, bear the gray coquette, 
force a Jaugh with overgrown Julett ? 

r ſpeech, look, action, humour, all are juſt, 

t then her age and figure give dilguit.” 


le, re foibles, then, and graces of the mind 825 
e pride al life to ſize or age confin'd? 
pirits flow, and is good breeding plac'd 
-nce, y ſet circumference of wailt ? | 
| e grow old doth affectation ceaſe, 

7 Wives not age new vigour to caprice ? 830 
on'd, originals theſe things appear 

/ ſhould we bar them in the copy here ? 
3 nice punctilio- mongers of this age, 
1 grand minute reformers of the ſtage, 

es to propriety of ev'ry kind, 835 
eaſe? Wk ſtandard meaſure for each part ſhould find, 
ne to ed when the belt of actors ſhall exceed | 
ice, t devolve to one of ſmaller breed, 
rage, Ctors, too, upon the back ſhould bear 
ge, pficate of birth time When place where; 840 

ow can criticks rightly fix their worth 

s they know the minute of their birth ? 

-ous tha odience, too, deceiv'd, may find too late 
they have clapp'd an actor out of date. 

ne ; pure, | own, at firſt may give oſſence, 845 
$ new barſhly ſtrike the eye's too curious ſenſe 
tick vhen per fections of che mind break forth, 
14: W075 chaſte ſallics, judgment's ſolid worth, 
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hen the pure genuine flame, by Nature taught 
= 0rings Into ſenſe, and ev'ry ation 's thought, | 
Beſore ſuch merit all objections fly, 
Pritchard's genteel, and Garrick ''s ſix feet high, 
Oft' have l, Pritchard, ſcen thy wondrous {ki 
Confeſe'd thee great, but find thee greater ſtil], 
hat worth which ſhone in ſcatter'd rays before 
Collected now, breaks forth with double pow'r. 
he Tealous Wiſe! on that thy trophies raiſe, 


3neriour only to the author's praiſe, { 

From Dublin, fam'd in legends of romance X 
For mighty magick of enchanted lance, = 
With which her heroes arm'd victorious prove, a 


4rd like a flood ruſli o'er the land of Love, 
>\2Mop and Barry came names ne'er deſign'd [ 
By Fate in the fame ſentence to be join'd. 

a is'd by the breath of popular acclaim 

hey mounted to the pinnacle of fame; 

i here the weak brain, made giddy with the he 
Sparr'd on the rival chiefs to mortal fight. 
nus ſportive boys around ſome baſon's brim 


3 . . . , 0 

}1*chold the pipe-drawn bladders circling ſwim, | 
3 | . V. 
but if from lungs more potent there ariſe 

1 | | a] 
wo bubbles of a more than common ſize, 
" 2 

{Eager for honour, they for fight prepare, 

. , - JC 
i:1hhble meets bubble, and both fink to air. 

| 


Moſop, attach'd to military plan, 
51:11 kept his eye fix'd on his right-hand man; 
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u the mouth meaſures words with ſeeming {kill 
right hand labours and the left lies ſtill; 

he reſolv'd on Scripture-grounds to go, 

at the right doth the left hand ſhall not know. 

I ſtudy'd impropriety of ſpeech 881 
dars beyond the hackney critick's reach, 

pithets allots emphatick ſtate, 

Iit principals, ungrac'd, like lackies wait, 

ays firſt troden by himſelf excels, 8855 
ſtands alone in indeclinables; 

action, prepoſition, adverb, join 


taug it 
ight, | 


t high, 
ous fil 
r ſtill. 
before] 
pow'r, 
aiſe, 


ance . 5 

amp new vigour on the nervous line ; * 
owe! ouolyllables his thunders roll, | 
i ſhe, it, and we, ye, they, fright the ſoul. 890 
Engi 1 perſon taller than the common ſize, 
8 dId where Barry draws admiring eyes! 

n lab'ring paſſions, in his boſom pent, 
ulſive rage, and ſtruggling heave for vent, 

the hel tors, with imagin'd terrours warm, 895 
* jous expect the burſting of the ſtorm; 
n all unfit in ſuch a pile to dwell, 


7oice comes forth like Echo from her cell, 
veil the tempeſt needlul aid denics, 
all adown the ſtage in feeble murmurs dies. 900 


ſwim, 


hat man like Barry with ſuch pains can err 
Ho cution, action, character? 
ir. „ 

t man. could give, if Barry was not here, 
ws well-applauded tenderneſs to Lear? 
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ho elſe can ſpeak ſo very, very fine, 
'i'har ſenſe may kindly end with ev'ry line? 


Zehold him for the ſolemn ſcene prepare: 
gee how he frames his eyes, poiſes each limb, 


No flame ſtom Nature ever yet he caught, 


= 
— 
—— - N 2 = 
— 22 2 — - - 
= — 2 — 
— — 
— — 2 - — = —— 
= ——— = — — — — _ — =" = 
— — 2 — — 
— AS 2 — Sh —— = —— 
5 — — — 
— 
— 


—— . IIIITTm—_— 
2 — U—— 
—— — — — 
— — — — 
. 


Some dozen lines before the Ghoſt is there 


Puts the whole body into proper trim! | 
rom whence wc learn, with no great firetch of; 
; ive lines hence comes a ghoſt, and, Ha! a ſtart. 
When he appears moſt perfect, ſtill we find 
5omething which jars upon and hurts the mird: 
hate ver lights upon a part are thrown | 
e ice too plainly they arc not his own: 


Nor knew a feeling Which he was not taught: 

i ie reis'd his trophies on the baſe of art, 

And conn'd his paſſions as he conn'd his part. 

Jo from afar, lur'd by the ſcent of fame“, 

A Rage lkviathan, put in his claim, 

Pupil of Betterton and Booth, Alone, 

Zullen he walk'd, and deem'd the chair his own; 

or how ſhould Moderns, muſhrooms of the day 
o ne'er thoſe maſters knew, know how to p- 
iray-bearded vet'rans, who with partial tongut 
* wo, the times when they themſelves were you 
ho having loſt all reliſh for the ſtage 

e not their own defects, but laſh the age, 


+* The Poet finely hints that fame and a ſmoking hi 
i erated upon the ſame ſenſe. 
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iv'd with joyful murmurs of applauſe 

ir darling chief, and lin'd his fav'rite cauſe, 

ar be it from the candid Muſe to tread 

ting o'er the aſhes of the dead, 

, Juſt to living merit, ſhe maintains, 1 38 
d dares the teſt whillt Garrick's genius reigns, 
cients in vain endeavour to excel, 


ppily prais'd if they could act as well. 


ws \ 
etch of; 
a art, 


find tho' preſcription's force we difallow, 
mird to antiquity ſubmiſſive bow, 940 
e' we deny imaginary grace, 
nded on accidents of time and place, 
85 real worth of ev'ry growth ſhall bear 
ght: e praiſe, nor muſt we, Quin, forget thee there. 
Lis words bore ſterling weight; ner vous and ſtrong, 
part. 1anly tides of ſenſe they roll'd along: 946 
fame „ppy in art, he chiefly had pretence 
keep up numbers yet not forfcit ſenſe. 
actor ever greater heights could reach 
his WI ll the labour'd artifice of ſpeech. 950 
the day peech! is that all !/—And ſhall an actor found 
ow to pil univerſal fame on partial ground! 
al tonguiMrots themſelves ſpeak properly by rote, 
vere you in {ix months my dog ſhall how! by note. 
gh at thoſe who, when the ſtage they tread, 955 
age, glect the heart to compliment the head; 
TR | h ſtrict propriety their care 's confin'd 


Nveigh out words, while paſſion halts behind; 


g 
5 
6 
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. ' Thoſe who would make us feel mult feel themſcly 


To chide the libertine and court the queen. q 
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To ſyllable-diſſeQtors they appeal, 
Allow them accent, cadence——Fo0ls may feel; 9 
Put, ſpite of all the criticiſing elves, 


His eyes, in gloomy ſocket taught to roll, 
Proclaim'd the ſullen habit of his ſoul : 
Heavy and phlegmatick he trode the ſtage, 90 
Too proud for tenderneſs, too dull for rage. 
When HcQor's lovely widow ſhines in tears, 
Or Rowe's gay rake dependent virtue jeers, 
With the ſame caſt of features he is ſeen 


From the tame ſcene, which without paſſion flow 
With juſt deſert his reputation roſe; 

Nor leſs he pleas'd when on ſome ſurly plan 
He was at once the actor and the man. 

In Brute he ſhone uncquall'd: all agree q 
Garrick 's not half ſo great a brute as he. 
When Cato's Iabour'd ſcenes are brought to view 
With equal praiſe the actor labour'd too; 

For ſtill you'll find, trace paſſions to their root, 
Small Git rence 'twixt the Stoick and the Brute.) 
In fancy'd ſcenes, as in life's real plan, 

Be could not for a moment fink the man. 
In whate'ecr caſt his character was laid 

Self ſtill, like oil, upon the ſurface play'd. 
Nature in ſpite of all his ſkill crept in: 
Horatio, Dorax, Falſtafſ—1}] 't was Quin. 


[ I OY 
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ext follows Sheridan—-a doubtful name, 

yet unſettled in the rank of fame: 

s, fondly laviſh in his praiſes grown, 

es him all merit; that allows him none. 990 
veen them both we *ll ſteer the middle courſe, 
loving praiſe rob judgment of her force. 

ſt his conceprions, natural and great, 

I feclings ſtrong, his words enforc'd with weight. 


rs, s ſpeech-fam'd Quin himſelf to hear him ſpeak _ 
8, y would drive the colour from his cheek; 996 
ſtepdame Nature, niggard of her grace, 
wo oed the ſocial pow'rs of voice and face. 
on Novi in one frame of ſeatures, glare of eye, 
jons, like chaos, in confuſion lie: ICCO 
an ain the wonders of his ſkill are try*d 
orm diſtinction Nature hath deny'd. 
f voice no touch of harmony admits, 
a ularly deep and ſhrill by fits; 
to VIEW BE two extremes appear like man and wife, ICOS 
pled together for the ſake of ſtrife, | | 
r root, is action's always ſtrong, but ſometimes ſuch, 
e Brute. Candour muſt declare he acts too much. ” 
muſt impatience fall three paces back ? 
l. paces three return to the attack ? * > FOTO 
is the right leg, too, forbid to ſtir, 
d, s in motion ſemicircular ? 
; | muſt the hero with the Nailor vie, 
Vin. Furl che cloſe-clench'd fit at noſe or eye? 
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In royal John, with Philip angry grown, 1 
I thought he would have knock'd poor Davies doi 
Inhuman tyrant! was it not a ſhame . 
To fright a king ſo harmleſs and ſo tame? 
But ſpite of all defects his glories riſe, 
And art, by judgment form'd, with nature vies, 
Bchold him ſound the depth of Hubert's ſoul, 10 
Whillt in his own contending pallions roll; 
V:icw the whole ſcene, with critick judgment {cy 
And then deny him merit if you can. 
Where he falls ſhort 't is Nature's fault alone; lM 
Where he ſucceeds the merit's all his own. _ | 
Laſt Garrick came.—Behind him throng a tr 
Of ſnarling criticks, ignorant as vain. | 
One finds out He's of ſtature ſomewhat loy 
© Your hero always ſhould be tall, you know.— 
© True nat'ral greatneſs all conſiſts in height.“ 1 
Proguce your voucher, Critick.—“ Sergeant K) 
Another cann't forgive the paltry arts 
By which he niakes his way to ſhallow hearts; 
Mere pieces of fineſle, traps for applauſe — . 
« Avaunt! unnat'ral ſtart, affected pauſe.” 
For me, by Nature form'd to judge with phle 
I cann't acquit by wholeſale nor condemn. 

The beſt things carry'd to exceſs are wrong; | 
The ſtart may be too frequent, pauſe too long; 
But, only us'd in proper time and place, 
5evereft judgment muſt allow them grace. 
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bunglers, form'd on Imitation's plan, 

in the way that monkies mimick man, 

ir copy'd ſcene with mangled arts diſgrace, 1045 
| pauſe and ſtart with the ſame vacant face, 

join the critick laugh; thoſe tricks we ſcorn 

ich ſpoil the ſcenes they mean them to adorn; 
when from Nature's pure and genuine ſource 

ſe ſtrokes of acting flow with gen'rous force, Ic 50 
en in the features all the ſoul's portray'd, 
paſſions ſuch as Garrick's are diſplay'd, 

me they ſeem from quickeſt feelings caught, 


vies doy 


re vies. 
ſoul, 1 
Il; 
ment ſcu 


lone; I 


not. h ſtart is Nature, and each pauſe is thought. 

-ong a tien rcaſon yields to paſſion's wild alarms, 1055 
i the whole ſtate of man is up in arms, 

what lo Hat but a critick could condemn the play'r 

now. bpauſing here when cool ſenſe pauſes there ? 

ght.” Wit, working from the heart, the fire I trace, 

geant K mark it ſtrongly flaming to the face, Ic 60 

3 11ſt in each ſound I hear the very man, 

hearts; n't catch words, and pity thoſe who can. 


e.— Met wits, like ſpiders, from the tortur'd brain 


ſe.” -draw the critick-web with curious pain; 

vith phi: god-—a kindneſs! with thanks muſt pay Ic 65 
mn. e form'd me of a coarſer kind of clay; 

rong; ſtung with envy nor with ſpleen diſeas'd, 


o0 long ;l 
Cy 
acces 


or dull creature, ſtill with Nature pleas'd: 
ce to thy praiſes, Garrick, I agree, 10 69 
plcas'd with Nature muſt be pleas'd with thee, 


RR 
. 
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Now might I tell how ſilence reign'd through 
And deep attention huſh'd the rabble'rout, 
How ev'ry claimant, tortur'd with deſire, 

Was pale as aſhes or as red as fire; 

But, looſe to fame, the Muſe more ſimply acts, 1 
Rejects all flouriſh, and relates mere facts. 

The judges, as the ſev'ral parties came, 
With temper heard, with judgment weigh'd e 
And in their {ſentence happily agreed, {cla 
In name of both great Shakeſpeare thus decreed. i 

« If manly ſenſe, if nature link'd with art; 
elf thorongh knowledge of the human heart; 
© If pow'rs of acting vaſt and uncanfin'd; 
cf feweſt faults with greateſt beauties join'd; 
© If itrong expreſſion, and ſtrange pow'rs, which 
© Within the magick circle of the eye; I 
<« If feelings which few hearts like his can know, 
& And which no face ſo well as his can ſhow, 
<< Deſerve the preſ'rence— Garrick! take the c 
Nor quit it—till thou place an equal there *.1 


* Unhappy for his country (if the theatre be of ſervice 
nation's virtue) that while the pen is tracing this relle 
Garrick is taking poſſeſſion of a grave near his ownyShakipt 
Re has quitted the chair, but left no equal in his place. 


rouzh! 


THE APOLOGY. 


; ADDRESSED TO THE 
CRIT!TAL REVIEWERS “. 
acts, 11 2 | l 
; vous not the heart when giants, big with pride, 
:1gh'd me the pompous port, the martial ftride, | 
ci arm Herculean heave th' enormous ſhield, 
creed. as a weaver's beam the jav'lin wield, 
art; h the loud voice of thund'ring Jove defy, 5 
cart; dare to ſingle combat— What? — A fly. 
3 nd laugh we leſs when giant names, which ſhine 
oin'd; bliſn'd as it were by right divine, 
3, whic Wicks, whom ev'ry captive art adores, | 
0 hom glad Science pours forth all her ſtores, 10 
n know, e high in letter'd reputation fit, 
how, ! hold, Aſtræa like, the ſcales of wit, 
ke the Hh partial rage ruſh forth? Oh! ſhame to tell! 
here *. ruſn a bard juſt burſting from the ſhell, 


e of ſervict 
this relle 
nz Sbakſh 
his place. 


Huſe is a common compliment between authors and cri- 
but the firſt ſtone is never thrown by the former. This 
was Occaſioned by the criticiſm which theſe Reviewing 
y publitheq of The Roſciad. The ignorant malice of the 
« Ceterved the pointed ſeverity of the poet; yet it ſhould 
ciopotten that Churchill, Lioyd, and Colman, were ſup— 
to have joined in a triumvirate, whoſe oppreiion was 
s inſuflerable as the tvranny of any Review patt, preſent, 
ure. | 


olume J. G 


: 
17 . 4! '! 


Onwerd they ruth at Fame's imperious call, 


Should any novice in the rhyming trade 
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Great are his perils in this ſtormy time 
Who raſhly ventares on a fea of rhyme : 
Around vaſt ſurges roll, winds envious blow, 
And jealous rocks and quickſands lurk below: 
Greatly his foes he dreads, but more his friends; 
He hurts me moſt who laviſhiy commends, 
Look thro' the world -in ev'ry other trade 
The ſame employment's caufe of kindneſs made, 
At leaſt appearance of good will creates, 
And ev'ry fool puffs off the fool he hates; 
Cobblers with cobblers ſmoke away the night, 
And in the common cauſe ev'n play'rs unite: 
Authors alone, with more than lavage rage, 
Unnat'ral war with brother authors wage. 
he pride of Nature would as ſoon admit 
Competitors in empire as in wit; 


And leſs than greateſt would not be at all. 
Smit with the love of honour—or the pence 
O'crrun with wit, and deſtitute of ſenſe, 


With lawleis pen the rants of verſe invade, 


Forth from the court, where ſceptred ſages ſit, *© 
Abus'd with praiſe and flatter'd into wit, cl 
| Where in lethargick majeſty they reign, 4 
And what they win by dulneſs ſtill maintain, 
Legions of factious authors throng at once, T 
Feol beckons fool, and dunce awakens dunce. ks 
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Hamilton's“ the ready lies repair 
er was lie made which was not welcome there 
ace, on maturer Judgment's anvil wrought, 45 


W,. 
. > poliſh'd alſchood's into publick brought. 
ends: Nck-circulating flanders mirth afford, 
. | reputation bleeds in ev'ry Word. 
TT. © \ critick was of old a glorious name, 
; made, Moſe ſanction handed merit up to fame; 30 
uties as well as faults he brought to view; 
J pog ment great, and great his candour too: 
ight, ſerviie rules drew ſickly Taſte aſide; 
Ae ure he walk' d, for Nature was his guide : 
ge, now, oh itrange reverſe! our criticks bawl 55 
wy draife of candour with a heart of call; 
˖ ſcious of guilt, and fearful of the light, 
y lurk enſhrouded in the veil of night; 
all, from detection ſeize th' unwary prey, 
1, d ftab like bravoes all who come that vray. G60 
- pence V hen firſt my Muſe, perhaps more bold than wiſe, 
the rude trifle into light arie, 
le ſhe thought ſuch tempeits would cnſae, 
TER s that thoſe tempeſts would be ra's'd by you. 
ges it, if thunder's fury rends thc tow ring oak, 65 
. ciads like ſhrubs might ſcape the fatal ftroke, 
2 | thought! a critick's fury knows no bound, 
in wcanur-like he deals deſtruction round; 
NCe, The printer of The Critical Review, who hires the beſt 
dunce. ks that can be had for two guineas per theet. 


4 1} 
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Nor can we hope he will a ſtranger ſpare 
Who gives no quarter to his friend Voltaire“. 
Unhappy Genius! plac'd by partial Fate 
With a free ſpirit in a ſlaviſh ſtate, 
Where the reluctant Muſe, oppreſs'd by kings, 
Or droops in filence or in fetters ſings. 
In valn thy dauntleſs fortitude hath borne 
The bigot's furious zeal and tyrant's ſcorn. 
Why didſt thou fafe from homebred dangers ſteet 
Reſerv'd to periſh more ignobly here? 
Thus when, the julian tyrant's pride to ſwell, 
Rome with her Pompey at Pharſalia fell, 
The vanquiih'd chief eſcap'd from Cæſar's hand 
To die by rufhans in a foreign land. 
How could theſe ſelf- elected monarchs raiſe 

Sc large an empire on ſo ſmall a baſe ? 
In what retreat, inglorious and unknown, 
Did Genius ftcep when Dulneſs ſeiz d the throng, 
Whence abſolute now grown, and free from awe 
She to the ſubject world diſpenſes law? 
Without her licenſe not a letter ſtirs, - 
And all the captive criſs-croſs-row is her's. 
The Stagyrite, who rules from Nature drew, 
Opiniens gave, but gave his reaſons too. 
Our great Dictators take a ſhorter way 
Who {hail diſpute what Lhe Reviewers ſay ! 

* Voltaire alſo had been criticiſed (i. e. abuſed) in Thi 
tical Review. 
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ir word 's ſufficient; and to aſk a reaſon, 95 
re *. ach a ate as theirs, is downright tr exſon. 
e rue judgment now with them alone can dwell; 

e Church of Rome, they're grown infallible. 
cings, | ſuperſtitious readers they deceive, 

o pin their eaſy faith on critick's ſleeve, 100 
> | knowing nothing ev'ry thing believe! 
n. why repine we that theſe puny elves 


pt into giants We may thank ourſelves: 


gers ſee! | 
that we are, like Iſr'el's fools of yore, 


well, 


calf ourſelves have faſhion'd we adore. 105 
Y let true Reaſon once reſume her reign 
r's hand god ſhall dwindle to a calf again, 

unded on arts which ſhun the face of day, 
\s raiſe he ſame arts they ſtill maintain their ſway; 

pp'd in myſterious ſecrecy they rife, 110 
n, as they are unknown are ſafe and wiſe, 
ne throne homſoever aim'd, howe'er ſevere, 
from aweMkEnvenom'd flander flies, no names appear: 

ence ſorbid that ſtep then all might know, 

on more equal terms engage the foe. Its 
er's. dow, what Quixote of the age would care 
drew, age a war with dirt, and fight with air? 
9 t'reſt join'd, thꝰ expert confed' rates Land, 
ow May the game into each other's hand: 
- ſay? ile abuſe, in turn by all deny'd, 120 


dy'd up and down from fide to fide: 
G 11] 
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 Andpuvliſh ev'ry name—except their own. Kno 
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It fies—ney !-—preſto ! like a juggler's ball, 
Till it belongs to nobody at all. 
All men and things they know, themſelves} 


Nor think this ſtrange ſecure from vulgar eyes 

The nameleſs author paſſes in diſguiſe; 

But vet' ran criticks are not fo deceiv'd, 

If vet' ran criticks are to be believ'd: 

Once ſeen they know an author evermore, 
Nay, {wear to hands they never {aw before. 
Thus in The Roſciad, beyond chance or doubt, 
They by the writing found the writers out. 

© That's Lloyd's--his manner there you plainlytr 
And all The Actor“ ſtares you in the face. 
% By Colman + that was written. — On my life, 
«© The ſtrongeſt ſymptoms of The Jealous Wit; 
<© That little diſingenuous piece of ſpite | 
Churchill, a wretch unknown! perhaps n 
Hove doth it make judicious readers ſmile (w 
When authors are detected by their ſtyle, 
Tho' ev'ry one who knows this author knows 
He ſhiſts his ſtyle much oft'ner than his clothes! 


* Lloyd wrote a poem ſo called. The Roſciad was {i 
its titlepage, to be written © By the Author.” The Critic 
view diſcovered that the Author and The Actor were the 

+ The criticiſm of The Roſciad ſpoke of certain con 


in wit. Colman was known to have been concerned 
Connoiſſeur. 


THE APOLOGY, 79 


ball, Vhence could ariſe this mighty ctitick ſpleen, 
Muſe a trifler, and her theme ſo mean? 145 
-mſelves at had I done, that angry Heav'n ſhould ſend 
wn. [kno bitt'reſt foe where moſt I wiſh'd a friend! 
lear eye: hath my tongue been wanton at thy name, 
d hail'd the honours of thy matchleſs fame. 
me let hoary Fielding bite the ground, 150 
nobler Pickle ſtands ſuperbly bound; 
Tre, m Livy's temples tear th' hiſtorick crown, 
fore. dich with more juſtice blooms upon thine own: 
r doubt, Mynpar'd with thee be all life-writers dumb, 
out. he who wrote The Life of Tommy Thumb. 1 55 
u plainhyi oe ver read The Regicide but ſwore 
ie face. e author wrote as man ne'er wrote before? 
n my life, ers for plots and underplots may call, 
lous Wiſe 's the right method —ha ve no plot at all. 
te o can ſo often in his cauſe engage 160 
zerhaps tiny pathos of the Grecian ſtage, | 
mile [ui ilſt horrours riſe and tears ſpontaneous flow 
yle, tragick Ha! and no leſs tragick Oh! 
"Ir knows praiſe his nervous weakneſs all agree, 


ris clothes then for ſweetneſs, who ſo ſweet as he! 165 
d big for utterance when ſorrows ſwell, | 
too big ſorrows lowing tears muſt tell; 

when thoſe flowing tears ſhall ceaſe to low, 


y—then the voice muſt ſpeak again, you know *. 


ciad was (i 
*The Critic 
cror were the 
certain con 
concerned | 
All the works ridiculed in this paragraph were Smolett's. 
Delart Iſland, and Thie Naiads of Fleet-Ditch, mentioned 
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Rude and unſkilful in the poct's trade 
I kept no Naiads by me ready made; 
Ne'er did I colours high in air advance, 
Torn from the bleeding fopperies of France; 
No flimſy linſey- woolſey ſcenes I wrote, 
With patches here and there, like Joſeph's coat: 
Me humbler themes befit : ſecure for me, 
Let playwrights ſmuggle nonſenſe duty free; 
Secure for me, ye lambs, ye lambkins! bound, 
And friſk and frolick o'er the fairy ground; 
Secure for me, thou pretty little fawn ! 
Lick Silvia's hand, and crop the flow'ry lawn; 
Uncenſur'd let the gentle breezes rove 
_Thro' the green umbrage of th' enchanted gro 
Secure for me let foppiſh Nature ſmile, 
And play the coxcomb in The Deſert Iſle, 

The ſtage I choſe a ſubject fair and free— 
Tis yours —'t is mine t is publick property. 
All common exhibitions open lie | 
For praiſe or ceniure to the common eye. 
Hence are a thouſand hackney writers fed, 
Hence Monthly Criticks earn their daily bread: 
This is a gen'ral tax which all muſt pay 
From thoſe who ſcribble down to thoſe who plaj 
in the next, were Murphy's. It is but juſtice to add, thi 
Critical Reviewers, when they noticed our Poet's 498 
Ciared that Murphy never wrote a line in their Review, 


that Smolett had aſſured the Apologiſt's friends he was 10 
author of the article which abuſed The Roſciad. 
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rs, à venal crew! receive ſupport 
; publick bounty ſor the publick ſport. 195 


lap or hiſs all have an equal claim, 


ince; cobbler's and his lordſhip's right the ſame. 

, vin for their ſubſiſtence; all expect 

1's coat: ¶ [cave to praiſe their worth, their faults correct. 
e, n aGtive Pickle Smithfield ſtage aſcends, 200 
free; three days wonder of his laughing ſriends, 
bound, or as judgment or as fancy guides 

und; lively witling praiſes or derides. 


were 's the taighty diff rence, tell me where, 
y lawn; int a Merry Andrew and a play'r ? 203 
e tiroliing tribe, a deſpicable race! 

ited gr ou wand'ring Arabs, ſhift from place to place: 


; ants, by law to juftice open laid, 


lle. emble, of the beadle's laſh afraid, | 
d free av ning crivge for wretched meansof life 210 
property. Nedem May'reſs or his Worſhip's wife. 

e mighty monerch in theatrick ſack 
Ve. es his whole regaiia at his back; 
fed, ya! conſort heads the female band, 
lily bread; Had the heir- apparent in her hand; 215 
y arnier'd aſs creeps on with conſcious pride, 


ſe who ply a ſuture prince on either fide : 

oice muſicians in this troop are found 

niſh nonſenſe with the charms of ſound ; 

ores, no daggers, not one poiſon'd bowl; 220 


ntning flaſhes here, no thunders roll; 


e to add, tha 
Poet's Ae 
their Review, 
nds he was 10 
cied.. 
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No guards to ſwell the monarch's train are ſhow 
The monarch here muſt be a hoſt alone: 
No ſolemn pomp, no ſlow proceſſions, here, 
No Ammon's entry, and no Juliet's bier. 
By need compell'd to proſtitute his art 
The vary'd.actor flies from part to part, 
And, ſtrange diſgrace to all theatrick pride! 
His character is ſhifted with his ſide. | 
Qucſtion and Anſwer he by turns muſt be, 
Like that ſmall wit in Modern Tragedy 
Who, to patch up his fame— or fill his purſe— 
Still pilfers wretched plans and makes them we 
Like gypſies, leſt the ſtolen brat be known, 
Defacing firſt, then claiming for his own. 
In ſhabby ſtate they ſtrut and tatter'd robe, 
The ſcene a blanket, and a barn The Globe: 
No high conceits their mod'rate wiſhes raiſe, 
Content with humble profit humble praiſe. 
Let dowdies fimper, and let bumpkins ſtare, 
The {trolling pageant hero treads in air: 
Pleas'd for his hour he to mankind gives law, 
And ſnores the next out on a truſs of ſtraw. 
But if kind Fortune, who ſometimes we knt 
Can take a hero from a puppetſhow, 
In mood propitious ſhould her fav'rite call 
On royal ſtage in royal pomp to bawl, 
Forgetful of himſelf he rears the head, 
And ſcorns the dunghill where he firſt was bi 


THE APOLOGY, | 83 


re ſhowing now with welldreſs'd kings and queens, 
gods and goddefles, behind the ſcenes, 251 


ere, weats beneath the terrour-nodding plume, 

r. c by mock honours real pride t' aſſume. 

8 his great ſtage the world no monarch e'er 

5 half ſo haughty as a monarch playr. 255 
ride! th it more move our anger or our mirth 


e theſe things, the loweſt ſons of earth, 


be, me, with ſelfsufficient knowledge grac'd, 

iy le in letters and preſide in taſte ? 

; purſe—{Mi'own's deciſions they no more admit, 260 
them wa iſelves alone the arbiters of wit, 

own, ſcorn the juriſdiction of that court 

wn. hich they owe their being and ſupport. 

robe, s, like monks of old, now ſacred grown, 
Globe: be attack'd by no fools but their own. 265 
es raiſe, the vain tyrant ſit amidſt his guards, 

praiſe. uny Green-room wits and venal bards, 

ns ſtare, I meanly tremble at the puppet's frown, 

air: or a playhouſe freedom loſe their own; 

rives law, e of newmade laws and newmade kings 270 
f ſtraw. ceborn Muſe with lib'ral ſpirit ſings. 

mes we known, ye Slaves! before theſe idols fall; 

pd enius ſtoop to them who 'ave none at all: 

rite call will | flatter, cringe, or bend the knee, 

I, fe who, ſlaves to all, are ſlaves to me. 275 
ad, ors, as actors, are a lawful game, 

firſt was bWcc's right, and who ſhall bar his claim? 


| 


Alien to God, ard ſoe to all mankind, 


„ 
f : 
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And if, o'erweening of their little ſkit}, 
When they have left the ſtage they re actors ſil 
If to the ſubject world they ſtil] give laws, 
With paper crowns and ſceptres made of ſtraw, 
If they in cellar or in garret roar, 

And kings one night are kings for evermore, 
Shall not bold Truth ev'n there purſue her the 
And wake the coxcomb from his golden dream! 
Or if, well worthy of a better fate, 

They rife ſuperiour to their preſent ſtate, 

If with each ſocial virtue grac'd they blend 
The gay companion and the faithful friend, 
If they, like Pritchard, join in private life 
The tender parent and the virtuous wiſe, 
Shall not our verſe their praiſe with pleaſure fp 
'Tho' mimicks bark and Envy ſplit her cheek! 
No honeſt worth 's beneath the Muſe's praiſe; 
No grcztneſs can above her cenſure raiſe; 
Station and wealth to her are trifling things; 
She ſtoops to actors and {he ſoars to kings. 

Is chere a man, in vice and folly bred 7, 
To ſenſe of honour as to virtue dead, 
Whom ties nor human nor divine can bind, | 


+ If the Poet were wrong in the man he took for the 
tlien was this character miſapplicd. Ar any tate el 
mult be made for exaggeration. That caricature wi 
boaſt the ſtrongeſt reſemblance which is daſhed out by! 
hands of Anger and Revenge, 


4 
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ſpares no character, whoſe ev'ry word, 

er as gall, and ſharper than the ſword, 

to the quick, whoſe thoughts withrancour ſwell, ; 
pſe tongue on earth performs the work of hell? 
ere be ſuch a moniter The Reviews 306 
| find him holding forth againſt abuſe. 


Cors iv 
vs, 
{ ftraws, 


more, 
her the tack profeſſion c is a deadly breach 
3 dream ie Chriſtian laws another leſſon teach 


nto the end ſhall charity endure, 310 
d candour hide thoſe faults it caunot cure.” 


te, 
lend 5 Candour's maxims flow from Rancour's throat, 
iend, evils to ſerve their purpoſe Scripture quote. 

life he Muſe's office was by Heav'n defign'd 

iſe, teaſe, improve, inſtruct, reform, mankind; 375 
leaſure Hake dejected Virtue nobly riſe 

r check! Ne the tow'ring pitch of ſplendid Vice; 

's praiſe; ake pale Vice, abaſn'd, her head hang down, 
aiſe; trembling, crouch at Virtue's awful frown. 
things; arm'd with wrath, the bids eternal ſhame, 320 
30.8. ſtricteſt juſtice, brand the villain's name; 

+, in the milder garb of Ridicule 

; ports, and pleaſes while ſhe wounds the fool. 

n bind, ape 1s often vary'd, but her aim, 

4, op the cauſe of Virtue, ſtill the ſame. 325 
took for th ſÞile of mercy let the guilty bawl; 

any nate Vice and Folly for correction call 

burt dhe mark of weakneſs juſtly bears, 


5 partaker of the cri mes it ſpares. 
7 7 e ; 8 H 


3& TUE APOLOGY. 


But if the Muſe, too cruel in her mirth, ö 
Witli harſh reflections wounds the man of worth 
If wantonly ſhe deviates from her plan, 

And quits the actor to expoſe the man; 
Aſham'd the marks that paſſage with a blot, 
And hates the line where candour was forgot“ 

But what is candour, what is humour's vein, 

Tho' judgment join to conſecrate the ſtrain, 

If curious numbers will not aid afford, 

Nor choiceſt muſick play in ev'ry word ? 
Verſes muſt run, to charm a modern ear, 
From all harſh, rugged, interruptions clear. 
Soft let them breathe, as Zephyr's balmy bree 
Smooth let their current flow as ſummer ſeas, 
Perfect then only deem'd when they diſpenſe 
A happy tuncful vacancy of ſenſe. 


ex 
Italian fathers thus, with barb'rous rage, 3 
Fit helpleſs infants for the ſqueaking ſtage; | 
Deaf to the calls of pity Nature wound, S 
And mangle vigour for the ſake of ſound. uſe 
Hencctorth farewell then fev'riſh thirſt of fame c 
Tarcwell the longings for a poet's name; . 


Perih my Muſe—a wiſh bove all ſevere 
10 lin who ever held the Muſes dear 


There was a paſſage or two of this kind in the fir 
tion of he Roſciad, which The Review noticed and tit 
afterwards omitted. The fineſt paſſage in Churhill's| 
docs him leis credit than theſe fix lines and this anecde 
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er her labours weaken to refine 

gen'rous roughneſs of a nervous line. 355 
chers affect the ſtiff and ſwelling phraſe; 

ir Muſe muſt walk on ſtilts and ſtrut in ſtays: 


t, ſenſe they murder, and the words tranſpoſe, 
Lot * poetry approach too near to proſe. 
vein, Wor: ur'd Reaſon how they pare and trim, 360 
n, \ like Procruſtes, ſtretch or lop the limb! 
aller, whoſe praiſe ſucceeding bards rehearſe, 
nt of harmony in Engliſh verſe, 
ſe tune ful Muſe in ſweeteſt accents flows, 
ar. uplets firſt taught ſtraggling ſenſe to cloſe. 365 
bree polin'd numbers and majeftick ſound 
ſeas, re ſhall thy rival, Pope! be ever found ? 
enle 7111 each line with equal beauty flows 
excellence, unvary'd, tedious grows. 
þ e thro' all her works, in great degree, 370 
ge; ws a bleſſing from variety. | 
k itſelf her needful aid requires 
d. uſe the ſoul and wake our dying fires. 


of tame: one key the nightingale would teaſe, 

one key not Brent would always pleaſe. 375 
e let me bend, great Dryden ! at thy ſhrine, 
eareſt name to all the tuneful Nine. 

if ſome dull lines in cold order creep, 

ith his theme the poet ſeems to ſleep ? 

hen his ſubject riſes proud to view 380 
qual ſtrength the poet riſes too: 


in the fi 
:ed and il 
'hurhills 
his anecde 


Hij 
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With ſtrong invention, nobleſt vigour, fraught, 
Thought ſtill ſprings up and riſes out of thought; 
Numbers ennobling numbers in their courſe 
In vary'd ſweetneſs flow, in vary'd force; 
The pow'rs of genius and of judgment join, 
And the whole Art of Poetry 15 thine. 

But what are numbers, what ere bards, to me, 
Forbid to tread the paths of pocſy? 
* A ſacred Muſe ſhould conſecrate her pen; 
« Prieſts muſt not hear nor ſee like cther men; 
© Far higher themes ſhould her ambition claim! 
© Behold where Sternhold points the way to fan 

Whiiſt with miſtaken zeal dull bigots burn, 
Let Reafon for a moment take her turn 
When coffee ſages hold diſcourſe with kings, 
And blindly walk in paper leadingſtrings, 
What if a man delight to pals his time 
In ſpinning reaſon into harmleſs rhyme, 


Or ſometimes boldly venture to the play ? 

Say, where's the crime — great man of prud: 

No two on earth in all things can agree; 

All have ſome darling ſingularity: 

Women and men, as well as girls and boys, 

In gewgaws take delight, and ſigh for toys: 

Your ſceptres and your crowns, and ſuch like t! 
re but a better kind of coys for kings. 

in things indiff*rent Reaſon bids us chuſe, 

Whether the whim 's a monkey or a Muſe. 
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hat the grave triflers on this buſy ſcene, 410 
en they make uſe of this word Reaſon, . 
ow not; but according to my plan 

Lord Chieſ-juſtice in the court of man, 

ally form'd to rule in age or youth, 

friend of Virtue and the guide to Truth. 415 

her | bow, whoſe ſacred pow'r I feel; 

her deciſion make my laſt appeal; 

demn'd by her, applauding worlds in vain 

uld tempt me to take up the pen again: 

ter abſolv'd my courſe PI ſtill purſue: 
eaſon 's for me God is for me too. 421 
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NIGHT. 
AN EPISTLE TO ROBERT LLOYD. 


— —— 


We foes inſult, and prudent friends diſpenſe 
In pity's ſtrains, the worſt of inſolence, 

Oct' with thee, Lloyd! I ſteal an hour from grief, 
And in thy ſocial converſe find relief. 


Tae mind, of ſolitude impatient grown, 4 { 
Loves any ſorrows rather than her own. ich 
Let flaves to bus'neſs, bodies without ſoul, 2 
Important blanks in Nature's mighty roll, al 
Solemnize nonſenſe in the day's broad glare, af 
We Night prefer, which heals or hides our care, iſ 
Rogues juſtity'd, and by ſucceſs made bold, la 
Dull fools and coxcombs ſanctify'd by gold, me 
Freely may baſk in Fortune's partial ray, 3s 
Andi pread their feathers op'ning to the day; Ul 
But threadbare Merit dares not ſhew the head tal 
Jill vain Profperity retires to bed. Pr 
Misfortunes, like the owl, avoid the light; on 
Ile ſons of Care are always ſons of Night. 988 
The wretch bred up in Method's drowſy ſche to! 
Whoſe only merit is to err by rule, 3$ 
+ This poem was written in defence of our Poet's 4 


character, and the irregular life of which his enemies ac 


him. 


NIGHT. 97 


one et thro heat of blood was tripping caught, 
r guilty deem*d of one eccentrick thought, 

oſe ſoul directed to no ule is ſeen, 

cſs to move the body's dull machine, 

ich, clockwork like, with the ſame equal pace 25 
| travels on thro” life's inſipid ſpace, 

ns up his eyes to think that there ſhould be 

ong God's creatures two ſuch things as we, 

n for his nightcap calls, and thanks the pow'rs 
ich kindly gave him grace to keep good hours. 30 
ood hours — ſine words but was it ever ſeen 


10 t all men could agree in what they mean? 
55 jo, who many years a courſe hath run 
Lea dwnright oppolition to the ſun, | 
a tiates on good hours, their cauſe defends 35 
4, as much vigour as our prudent iciends. 
ncertain term no ſettled notion brings, 
bay: ill in diffrent mouths means diff rent things: 
N takes the phraſe in his own private view z 
Prudence it is ten, with Florio two. 40 
bt on, ys f ools! who talk for talking ſake, 
BY out diſtinguiſhing diſtinctions make; 
ly ſch torth in native folly, native pride, 
> yourſelves rules to all the world beſide; 
n, collected in herſelf, diſdains 45 
r Poet's f 


aciſh yoke of arbitrary chains; 
and true, each circumſtance ſhe weighs, 
bare words inglorious tribute pays. 
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Men of ſenſe live exempt from vulgar awe, 
And Reaſon to herſelf alone is law : 
That freedom ſhe enjoys with lib'ral mind, 
Which ſhe as freely grants to all mankind: 
No idol-titled name her rev'rence ſtirs, 
No hour ſhe blindly to the reſt prefers ; 
All are alike, if they're alike employ'd, 
And all are good if virt'ouſly enjoy'd. 

Let the ſage Doctor (think him one we knoy| 
With ſcraps of ancient learning overflow, 
In all the dignity of wig declare 84 
The fatal conſequence of midnight air, 

How damps and vapours, as it were by ſtealth, 
Undermine life, and ſap the walls of health: 
For me let Galen moulder on the ſhelf, 

live, and be phyſician to myſelf. 
Whilſt ſoul is join'd to body, whether Fate 
Allot a longer or a ſhorter date, 

I'll make them live as brother ſhould wa brotl 
And keep them in good humour with each othe 

The ſureſt road to health, ſay what they wil 
Is never to ſuppoſe we ſhall be ill. 

Moſt of thoſe evils we poor mortals know 
From doctors and imagination flow. 
Hence to old women with your boaſted rules! 
Stale traps, and only ſacred now to fools; 

As well may fons of Phyſick hope to find 
One med'c:ne as one hour for all mankind, 


NIGHT: | 93 
Rupert aſter ten is out of bed 

fool next morning cann't hold up his head; 

t reaſon this which me to bed muſt call, 

ſe head, thauk Heaven, never akes at all? 80 
{rent courſes diff rent tempers run; 8 
ates the moon, I ſicken at the ſun: | 

nd up at twelve at noon his clock goes right, 
better goes wound up at twelve at night. 

en in oblivion's grateful cup I drown 85 
galling ſneer, the ſupercilious frowu, h 
ſtrange reſerve, the proud affected ſtate 

ſtart knaves grown rich and fools grown great; 
ore that abject wretch diſturbs my reſt 

meanly overlooks a friend diſtreſt. 9 
lind to poverty the worlding goes, 

ſcarce ſces rags an inch beyond his noſe, 

rom a crowd can ſingle out his Grace, 

cringe and creep to fools who ſtrut in lace. 
hether thoſe claſſick regions are ſurvey'd 93 
e we in earlieſt youth together ſtray'd, 

e hand in hand we trod the flow'ry ſhore, 

now thy happier genius runs before, 

we conſ pir'd a thankleſs wretch to raiſe, 
aught a ſtump to ſhoot with pilfer'd praiſe, 10 
once for Rev rend merit famous grown 


know 


W 


rules! 


83 fully ſtrove to kick his maker down; 
. more gen'ral arguments engage, 
Ind. 


ourt or camp, the pulpit, bar, or ſtage, 


94 NIGHT. 


If halfhred ſurgeons, whom men Doctors call, tee 
And lawyers, who were never bred at all, 

Thoſe mighty letter'd monſters of the earth, 

Our pity move or exerciſe our mirth, 

Or it in tittletattle, toothpick way, 

Our rambling thoughts with eaſy freedom ſtray, 119 
A gainer ſtill thy friend himſelf mult find, 

His grief ſuſpended, and improv'd his mind. 
Whilſt peaceful flumbers bleſs the homely bed 
Where Virtue felf-approv'd reclines her head, 
Whilſt Vice beneath imagin'd horrours mourns, 119 
And conſeience plants the villain's couch with thorns 

Impatient of reſtraint the active mind, | 
No more by ſervile prejudice confin'd, 
Leops from her ſeat 2s waken'd from a trance, 
And darts thro? Nature at a fingle glance, 120 
Then we our friends, cur foes, ourſelves, ſurvey, 
And fee by Night what focls we are by day. 
Stripp'd of her gaudy plumes and vain diſguiſe, 
Sce where Ambition mean and loathſome lies! 
Reflection with relentleſs hand pulls down 123 
The tyrant's bloody wreath and raviſh'd crown. 
In vain he tells of battles bravely won, | 
Of nations conquer'd and of worlds undone ; 
Triumphs like theſe but ill with manhood ſuit, 
And ſink the conqueror beneath the brute. 130 
But if, in ſearching round the world, we find 
Some gen'rous youth, the friend of all mankind, 
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1e hoſe anger, like the bolt of Jam is ſped 
"Win terrorus only at the guilty head, 


Whoſe mercies, like heav'n's dew RE 135 


In gen'ral love and charity to all, 
Pleas'd we behold ſuch worth on any throne, 
10 And doubly pleas'd we find it on our own. 
Thro' a falſe medium things are ſhewn by day; 


Pomp, wealth, and titles, judgment lead aſtray. 140 : 


J How many from appearance borrow ſtate, 
Whom Night diſdains to number with the great! 
ne WMul not we laugh to fee yon' lordling proud 
Snuff up vile incenſe from a fawning crowd, 
Whilft in his beam ſurrounding clients play, 145 
Like inſets in the ſun's enliv'ning ray, 
Whilſt, Jehu like, he drives at furious rate, 
120 and ſeems the only charioteer of ſtate, 


, Talking himſelf into a little god, 
And ruling empires with a ſingle nodꝰ 150 
ſe, Who would nor think, to hear him law diſpenſe, 


That he had int'reſt, and that they had ſenſe ? 
12 Iturious thought! beneath Night's honeſt ſhade, 
When Pomp is bury'd and ſalſe colours fade, 
Plainly we ſee, at that impartial hour, 155 
Them dupes to pride, and him the tool of pow'r. 
God help the man condemn'd by cruel Fate 
To court the ſeeming or the real great! 
Much forrow ſhall he feel, and ſuffer more 
Than any flave who labours at the oar ; 160 
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Ey ftaviſh methods muſt he learn to pleaſe, 

By ſmooth- tongu'd flatt ry, that curs'd court- diſcaſe, 
Supple to ev'ry wayward mood ſtrike ſail, 

And ſhift with ſhifting humour's peeviſh gale: 
To Nature dead he muſt adopt vile art, 163 
And wear a fmile with anguiſh in his heart: 

& ſenſe of honour would deſtroy his ſchemes, 
And Conſcience ne'er muſt ſpeak unleſs in dreams, 
When he hath tamely borne, for many years, 


Cold looks, forbidding frowns, contempt ous ſneerꝭ 


When he at laſt expects, good eaſy man! 171 
To reap the profits of his labour 'd plan, 
Some cringing lackey or rapacious whore, 
To favours of the great the ſureſt door, 
Some catamite or pimp, in credit groven, 175 
Who tempts another's wife or ſells his own, 
Steps croſs his hopes, the promis'd boon denies, 
And for ſome minion's minion claims the prize. 
Foe to reſtraint, unpractis'd in deceit, 
Too reſolute from Nature's active heat 180 
To brook affronts and tamely paſs them by, 
Too proud to flatter, too ſincere to lie, 
Too plain to pleaſe, too honeſt to be great, 
Give me, kind Heav'n! an humbler, happier, ſtate; 
Far from the place where men with pride deceive, 18 
Where raſcals promiſe and where fools believe, 
Far from the walk of Folly, Vice, and Strife, 
Calm, independent, let me ſteal thre' life, 
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NIGHT. 97 


Nor one vain wiſh my ſteady thoughts beguile 
To fear his Lordſhip's frown or court his ſmile. 190 
Unſit for Greatneſs, I her ſnares defy, 
And look on riches with untainted eye: 
To others let the glitt'ring bawbles fall, 
Content ſhall place us far above them all, 

Spectators only on this buſtling ſtage, 195 
We ſee what vain deſigns mankind engage; 
Vice after vice with ardour they purſue, 
And one old folly brings forth twenty new. 
Perplex'd with trifles thro” the vale of life, 
Man ftrives *gainſt man without a cauſe for itrife ; 
Armies embartled meet, and thouſands bleed 201 
For ſome vile ſpot where fifty cannot feed; 
Squirrels for nuts contend, and, wrong or right, 
For the world's empire kings ambitious fight. 
What odds to us tt is all the ſelfsame thing, 205 
Anut, a world, a ſquirrel, anda king! 

Britons, like Roman ſpirits fam'd of old, 
Are caſt by Nature in a patriot mould; 
No pri vate joy, no private grief, they know, 
Their ſouls engroſs'd by publick weal or woe: 2t0 
Inglorious eaſe, like ours, they greatly ſcorn; ' 
Let care with nobler wreaths their brows adorn: 
Cladly they toil beneath the ſtateſman's pains, 
Give them but credit for a ſtateſman's brains. 
All would be deem'd, ev'n from the cradle, fit 215 
To rule in politicks as well as wit. 
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The grave, the gay, the ſopling, and the dunce, 
Start up (God bleſs us !) ſtateſmen all at once. 

His mighty charge of ſouls the prieſt forgets, 
The courtbred lord his promiſes and debts, 220 
Soldiers their fame, miſers forget their pelf, 

The rake his miſtreſs, and the fop himſelf, 
Whilſt thoughts of higher moment claim their care, 
And their wiſe heads the. weight of kingdoms bear, 

Females themſelves the glorious ardour feel, 22; 
And boaſt an equal or a greater zeal, 

From nymph to nymph the ſtate- infection flies, 
Swells in her breaſt and ſparkles in her eyes, 
O'erwhelm'd by politicks he malice, pride, 

Envy, and twenty other faults beſide. 230 
No more their little flutt'ring hearts confeſs 

A paſſion ſor applauſe or rage for dreſs; 

No more they pant for publick rareeſhows, 

Or loſe one thought on monkies or on beaus: 
Coquettes no more purſue the jilting plan, 235 
And luſtful prudes forget to rail at man: 

The darling theme Cecilia's ſelf will chuſe, 

Nor thinks of ſcandal whilſt ſhe talks of news. 

The cit, a Common-Councilman by place, 

Ten thouſand mighty nothings in his face, 240 
By ſituation as by nature great, 

With nice preciſion parcels out the ſtate ; 

Proves and diſproves, affirms, and then denies, 


Objects himſelf, and to himſelf replies; 
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Wielding aloſt the politician rod 245 
Makes Pitt by turns a devil and a god; 
Maintains, ev'n to the very teeth of Pow'r, 
The ſame thing right and wrong jn half an hour: 
Now all is well, now he ſnfpects a plot, 
And plainly proves whatever is is not: 290 
Fearfully wiſe, he ſhakes his empty head, 
And deals out empires as he deals ont thread; 
His uſeleſs ſcales are in a corner flung, 
And Europe's balance hangs upon his tongue. 

Peace to ſuch triflers! be our happier plan 255 
To paſs thro' life as eaſy as we can. 
Who's in or out, who moves this grand machine 
Nor ſtirs my curioſity nor ſpleen. 
Secrets of ſtate no more | wiſh to know 
Than ſecret movements of a puppetſhow : 260 
Let but the puppets move [I 'ave my deſire, 
Unſeen the hand which guides the maſter-wire. 

What isꝰt to us if. taxes rife or fall? 
Thanks to our fortune we pay none at all. 
Let muckworms, who in dirty acres deal, 265 
Lament thoſe hardſhips which we cannot feel. 
His Grace who ſmarts may bellow it he pleaſe, 
But muſt I bellow too who ſit at eaſe 
By cuſtom ſafe, the poet's numbers flow 
Free as the light and air ſome years ago, 270 
No ſtateſman e'er will find it worth his pains 
To tax our Jabours and exciſe our brains. 
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ICO NIGHT. 


Burthens like theſe vile earthly buildings bear; 
No tribute s laid on caſtles in the air. 
Let then the flames of war deſtructive reign, 27; 
And England's terrours awe imperious Spain; 
Let ev'ry venal clan and neutral tribe 
Learn to recetve conditions, not preſcribe ; 
Let each newyear call loud for new ſupplies, 
And tax on tax with double burthen riſe; 280 
Exempt we lit, by no rude cares oppreſs'd, 
And having little are with little bleſs' d. 
All real ills in dark oblivion lie, 
And joys by fancy form'd their place ſupply ; 
Night's laughing hours unheeded flip away, 28s 
Nor one dull thought fortells approach of day. 
Thus have we ltv'd, and, whilſt the Fates afford 
Plain plenty to ſupply the frugal board, 
Whilſt Mirth with Decency, his lovely bride, 
And wine's gay god, with-I'emp'rance by his ſide, 290 
Their welcome viſit pay, whilſt Health attends 
The narrow circle of our choſen friends, 
Whilſt frank Good-humour conſecrates the treat, 
And woman makes ſociety complete, 
Thus will we live, tho' in our teeth are hurl'd 295 
Thoſe hackney ſtrumpets, Prudence and the World, 
Prudence, of old a ſacred term, imply'd 
Virtue, with godlike Wiſdom for her guide, 
But now in gen'raF uſe is known to mean 
The ſtalkinghorſe of Vice, and Folly's ſcreen. 209 
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NIGHT, 


The ſenſe perverted we retain the name; 
Hypocriſy and Prudence are the ſame. 
A tutor once, more read in men than hooks, 
A kind of crafty knowledge in his looks, 
Demurely fly, with high preferment bleſs'd, 305 
His fav'rite pupil in theſe words addreſs'd: 

«© Wouldſt thou, my Son! be wife and virtuous 
By all mankind a prodigy eſteem'd ? [deem'd, 
Be this thy rule; be what men Prudent call; 
prudence, almighty Prudence! gives thee all. 310 
Keep up appearances; there lies the teſt; 

The world will give thee credit for the reſt. 

Out ward be fair, however foul within; 

Sin if thou wilt, but then in fecret ſin. 

This maxim 's into common favour grown, 315 
Vice is no longer vice unleſs't is known. 

Virtue indeed may barefac'd take the field, 

But vice is virtue when 't is well conceal'd. 

Should raging paſſions drive thee to a whore, 

Let Prudence lead thee to a poſtern door: 320 
Stay out all night, but take eſpecial care 

That Prudence bring thee back to early prayer. 

As one with watching and with ſtudy faint, 

Reel in a drunkard and reel out a ſaint.“ 

With joy the youth this uſeful leſſon heard, 325 
And in his mem'ry ſtor'd each precious word, 
ducceſsfully purſu'd the plan, and now, 


Room for my Lord Virtue, ſtand by and bow.” 


1 i 


* " 
IR « * « o 
I "I - * - 
3 : * 
— - OT na” of 2 — o — 1 . 2 — — - 
8 — > 2 k 4 2 <= — 4 8 — A - „ = 
2 — — n SO — — 
— = — = 2 


R 


— 
* D 
— 4 SS 2 
— — * — 2 wg < 2 
* = = — = == 3 * SLY 
= — — - — 


ED” 3 © 


2 — - . 


4 Cs _ 
r 


—— E>>. 
— 


— — om a — 
— — 


— 
1 —— 
LACED 


[ 


— 


— 


1 
(1 


4 
ei 
1 
J. 
iff 
7 


IC2 NIGHT. 


And is this all is this the worldlings art, 
To maſk but not amend a vicious heart ? 
Shall lukewarm caution and demeanour grave 
For wiſe and good ſtamp ev'ry ſupple knave ? 
Shall wretches, whom no real virtue warms, 
Gild fair their names and ſtates with empty forms, 
Whilſt Virtue ſeeks in vain the with'd-for prize, 325 
Becauſe, diſdaining ill, ſhe hates diſguiſe, 

Becauſc ſhe frankly pours forth all her ſtore, 

Seems what ſhe is, and ſcorns to paſs for more? 
Well—be it ſo—let vile diſſemblers hold 
Unenvy'd pow'r, and boaſt their dear-bought gold; 
Me neither pow'r ſhall tempt nor thirſt of pelf 341 
To flatter others or deny myſelf: 

Might the whole world be plac'd within my {pan 

] would not be that thing, that prudent man. 

“ What!” cries Sir Pliant, * would you then oppoſe 
Yourſelf, alone, againſt an hoſt of foes ? 346 
Let not conceit and peeviſh luſt to rail 
Above all ſenſe of intereſt prevail. 

Throw off, for ſhame! this petulance of wit 
Be wiſe, be modeſt, and for once ſubmit : 
Too hard the taſk gainſt multitudes to fight: 
You muſt be wrong; the World is in the right.“ 

What is this World! a term which men have got 
'Fo fignify not one in ten knows what, 

A term which with no more preciſion paſſes 


To point out herds of men than herds of aſſes; 
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NIGHT. | 103 


In common uſe no more it means we find, 
Than many fools in ſame opinions join'd. 

Can numbers then change Nature's ſtated laws ? 
Can numbers make the worſe the better cauſe ? 360 
Vice mult be vice, virtue be virtue ſtill, 

Tho' thouſands rail at good and practiſe ill. 

Wouldit thou defend the Gaul's deſtructive rage, 
Becauſe vaſt nations on his part-engage ? 
Tho' to ſupport the rebel Cæſar's cauſe 
Tumult'ous legions arm againſt the laws, 


365 


Tho' Scandal would our patriot's name impeach, 
Ard rails at virtues which ine cannot reach, 
What honeſt man but would with joy ſubmit 
To bleed with Cato and retire with Pitt? 
Steadfaſt and true to Virtue's ſacred laws, 
Unmov'd by vulgar cenſure or applauſe, 
Let the World talk, my Friend! that World, we know, 
Which calls us guilty cannot make us ſo. 
Unaw'd by numbers follow Nature's plan; 
Aſſert the rights or quit the name of man. 
Conſider well, weigh ſtrictly right and wrong; 
Reſolve not quick, but once reſolv'd be ſtrong. 
In ſpite of Dulneſs and in ſpite of Wit, 


370 


375 


If to thyſelf thou canſt thyſelf acquit, 380 
Rather ſtand up, aſſur d with conſcious pride, 
Alone than err with millions on thy fide. 332 
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 ANFPISTLE 


TO WILLIAM HOGARTH. 


Awmoncsr the ſons of men how few are known 
W ho dare be juſt to merit not their own? 
Superiour virtue and ſuperiour ſenſe 
To knaves and fools will always give offence 
Nay, men of real worth can ſcarcely bear, [ 
So nice is jealouſy, a rival there. | 
Be wicked as thou wilt; do all that 's baſe; 

Proclaim thyſelf the monſter of thy race: 

Let vice and folly thy black ſoul divide; 

Be proud with meanneſs, and be mean with pride: 19 
Deaf to the voice of Faith and Honour, fall 

From ſide to fide, yet be of none at all: 

Spurn all thoſe charities, thoſe ſacred ties, 

Which Nature in her bounty, good as wiſe, 

To work our ſafety and enſure her plan 15 
Contriv'd to bind and rivet man to man: 

Lift againſt virtue Pow'r's oppreſſi ve rod, 

Betray thy country and deny thy God; 

And, in one gen'ral comprehenſive line 

To group, which volumes ſcarcely could define, 10 
Whate'er of fin and dulneſs can be ſaid, 

Join to a F 's heart a D s head; 
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EPISTLE TO HOGARTH. og 


Yet may' ſt thou paſs unnotic'd in the throng, 

And free from envy ſafely ſneak along: 

The rigid ſaint, by whom no mercy 's ſhown 25 
To ſaints whoſe lives are better than his own, 

Shall ſpare thy crimes; and Wit, who never once 
Forgave a brother, ſhall forgive a dunce. 

But ſhould thy ſoul, form'd in ſome luckleſs hour, 
Vile int'reſt ſcorn, nor-madly graſp at pow'r, 30 
Should love of fame, in ev'ry noble mind | 
A brave diſeaſe with love of virtue join'd, 

Spur thee to deeds of pith, where Courage, try'd 

It Reaſon's court, is amply juftify'd; 

Or, fond of knowledge and averſe to ſtrife, 35 
Shouldſt thou prefer the calmer walk of life, 

Shouldft thou, by pale and ſickly Study led, 

Put lue coy Science to the fountain-head; 

Virtue thy guide, and publick good thy end, 

Should ev'ry thought to our improvement tend, 40 
To curb the paſſions, to enlarge the mind, 

Purge the ſick weal, and humanize mankind; 

Rage in her eye and malice in her breaſt, 

Redoubled Horrour grinning on her creſt, 

Fi:rcer each ſnake, and ſharper ev'ry dart, 45 
Quick from her cell ſhall madd' ning Envy ſtart; 
Then ſhalt thou find, but find, alas! too late, 

How vain is Worth! how ſhort is Glory's date! 

Then ſhalt thou find, whilit friends with foes conſpire 
To give more proof than virtue would deſire, 50 
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Thy danger chiefly lies in acting well: 
No crime 's ſo great as daring to excel. 
Whilſt Satire thus, diſdaining mean control, 

Urg'd the free dictates of an honeſt ſoul, 
Candour, who with the charity of Paul er 

till thinks the beſt whene'er ſhe thinks at all, 
With the ſweet milk of human kindneſs bleſs'd, 
The furious ardour of my zeal repreſs'd. 

Canſt thou, with more than uſual warmth, ſhe cry'd, 
Thy malice to indulge and feed thy pride, 69 
Canſt thon, ſevere by nature as thou art, | 
With all that wondrous rancour in thy heart, 
Delight to torture truth ten thouſand ways, 

To ſpin detraction forth from themes of praiſe, 
To make Vice ſit for purpoſes of ſtrife, 65 
And draw the hag much larger than the life, | 
To make the good ſeem bad, the bad ſcem worſe, 
And repreſent our nature as our curſe ? 

Both not humanity condemn that zeal 
Which tends to aggravate and not to heal? 70 
Doth not Diſcretion warn thee of diſgrace, 
And Danger grinning ſtare thee in the face ? 
Lond as the drum which, ſpreading terrour round, 
From emptineſs acquires the pow'r of ſound, 
Dcth nat the voice of Norton ftrike thy ear, 75 
And the pale Mansſield chill thy ſoul with fear? 
Doſt thou, fond Man! believe thyſelf ſecure 
Becauſc thou 'rt honeſt and becaule thou ' rt poor ? 
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Doſt thou on law as liberty depend ! ? 


Turn, turn thy eyes, and view thy injur'd fricnd! 80 | 


Art thou beyond the ruſſian gripe of Pow'r, 

When Wilkes prejudg'd is ſentenc'd to the Tow's ? 
Dolt thou by privilege exemption claim, 

When privilege is little more than name? 


Or to prerogative (that glorious ground 85 


On which ſtate-ſcoundrels oft' have ſafety found) 
Doſt thou pretend, and there a ſanction find, 
Unpuniſh'd thus to libel humankind! 

When poverty, the poct's conſtant crime, 
Compell'd thee, all unfit, to trade in rhyme, 90 
Had not romantick notions turn'd thy head, 

ladſt thou not valu'd honour more than bread, 
Had Int'reſt, pliant Int'reſt, been thy guide, 
And had not Prudence been debauch'd by Pride, 


In Flatt'ry's ſtream thou would? have dipp'd thy pen, 


Apply'd to great and not to honeſt men, 96 
Nor ſhould conviction have ſeduc'd thy heart 
To take the weaker tho' the better part. 

What but rank folly, for thy curſe decreed, 
Could into Satire's barren path miſlead, WED 
Vhen, open to thy view, before thee lay | 
Soul-ſcothing Panegyrick's flow'ry way? 
There might the Muſe have ſaunter'd at her caſe, 
And pleaſing others learn'd herſelf to pleaſe; 
Lords ſhould have liſten'd to the ae d treat, ICs 
And ladies ſimp'ring on'd it vallly tf 
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Rogues, in thy prudent verſe with virtue grac'd, 
Fools mark*d by thee as prodigies of taſte, 

Muſt have forbid, pouring preferments down, 
Such wit, ſuch truth, as thine to quit the gown, 119 
'Thy ſacred brethren too (for they no leſs 

Than laymen bring their off 'rings to ſucceſs) 

Had hail'd thee good if great, and paid the vow 
Sincerc, as that they pay to God, vhilſt thou 

In lawn hadſt whiſper'd to a ſleeping crowd 11; 
As dull as R and half as proud. 

Peace, Candour - wiſely hadſt thou ſaid and well 
Could Int'reſt in this breaſt one moment dwell, 
Could ſhe, with proſpect oi ſucceſs, oppoſe 
The firm reſolves which from conviction roſe. 120 


1 cannot truckle to a fool of tate, 


Nor take a favour from the man I hate: 
Free leave have others by ſuch means to ſhine; 
I ſcorn their practice; they may laugh at mine. 
But in this charge, forgetful of thyſelf, I25 
Thou haſt aſſum'd the maxims of that elf 
Whom God in wrath for man's diſhonour fram'd, 
Cunning in heav'n amongſt us Prudence nam'd, 
That ſervile prudence which I leave to thoſe 
Who dare not be my friends, cann't be my foes. 133 
Had | with cruel and oppreſſive rhymes 
Purſu'd and turn'd misfortunes into crimes, 
Had l, when Virtue gaſping lay and low, 
Join'd tyrant Vice and added wo to wo, 
3 


110 


120 
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Had made Modeſty in bluſhes ſpeak, 135 
And drawn the tear down Beauty's ſacred cheek; 
Had 1 (damn'd then) in thought debas'd my lays 
To wound that {ex which honour bids me praiſe 
Had I, from vengeance by bate views betray'd, 
In endleſs night ſunk injur'd Ayliff's ſhade; 140 

lad (which ſatiriſts of mighty name, 
Renown'd iu rhyme, rever'd for moral fame, 
Have done before, whom juſtice ſhall purſue 
la ſuture verſe) brought forth to publick view: 
A noble friend, and made his foibles e Ugh 145 
Becauſe his worth was greater thay my own * 
Madel ſpar'd thofe (fo Prudence had ak: 
Whom, God ſo help me at my greateſt need! 
Incer will ſpare, thoſe viper> to their king 
Whoſmooth their looks and flatter whillt they ſting; 6 
Or had 1 not taught Patriot Z cal to boaſt 151 
Ol thoſe who flatter leaſt but love him moſt; 
Had | thus ſinn'd, my ſtubborn foul ſhould bend 
At Candour's voice, and take as from a friend 
The deep rebuke; myſelf thould be the firſt 175 
o hate myſelf, and ſtamp my Muie accurſt. 

But ſhall my arm korbid it manly pride, 
For bid it reaſon, warring on my ſide 
For vengeance hfted 4 the ſtroke forbear, 


And hang lu ſpended in the deſert air, ': TCO 


* his aliudes to Pope's famons character of Atticus, ſad 
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110 EPISTLE TO HOCARTH, 


Or to my trembling {ide unnerv'd ſink down, 
Palſy'd, forſooth, by Candour's half-made frown : 7 
When Juſtice bids me on ſhall I _ 
Becauſe infipid Candour bars my way:? 
When ſhe, of all alike the puling friend, 165 
Would diſappoint my ſatire's nobleſt end, 
When ſhe to villains would a ſanction give, 
And ſhelter thoſe who are not fit to live, 
When ſhe would ſcreen the guilty from a bluſh, 
And bids me fpare whom Reaſon bids me cruſh, 170 
All leagues with Candour proudly l refign; 
She cannot be for Honour's turn nor mine. 

Yet come, cold Monitor ! half foe half friend, 
Whom Vice cann't fear, . Virtue cann't com- 

mend; 

Come, Candour ! by thy dull indiff'rence known, 17; 
Thou equal-blooded judge, thou lukewarm drone, 


Who, faſhion'd without feelings, doſt expect 


We call that virtue which we know defect; 
Come, and obſerve the nature of our crimes, 
The groſs and rank complexion of the times, 189 
Obſerve it well, and then review my plan, 
Praiſe if you will, or cenfure if you can. 

Whilſt Vice prefumpt'ous lords it as in fport, 
And Piety is only known at court; 
Whilſt wretched Liberty expiring lies 185 
Beneath the fatal burthen of Exciſe; 
Whilſt nobles act, without one touch of ſhame, 
What men of humble rank would bluſh to name; 


170 


Om - 


175 


180 


EPISTLE TO HOGARTH., 111 


Whilſt Honour 's plac'd in higheſt point of view, 
Worſhipp'd by thoſe who juſtice never knew; 199 
Whilſt bubbles of diſtinstion waſte in play 

The hours of reil, and blunder thro' the day, 

With dice and cards opprobrious vigils keep, 

Then turn to ruin empires in their fleep; 


Whilſt fathers, by relentleſs paſſion led, 195 


Doom worthy injur'd ſons to beg their bread, 


Merely with ill- got, ill- ſav'd, wealth to grace 

An alien; abject, poor, proud, upſtart, race; 

Whilſt Martin flatters only to betray, 

And Webb.gives up his dirty ſoul for pay; 200 
Whilſt titles ſerve to huſh a villain's fears; 

Whilſt peers are agents made and agents peers; 
Whilſt baſe betrayers are themſelves betray'd, 

And makers ruin'd by the thing they made; 

Whiltt C , falſe to God and man, for gold, 205 
Like the old traitour who a Saviour ſold, 

To ſhame his maſter, friend, and father, gives; 
Whilſt Bute remains in pow'r, whilſt Holland lives; 
Can ſatire want a ſubject, where Diſdain, 

By virtue fir d, may point her ſharpeſt ſtrain, 210 


Where, cloth'd with thunder, truth may roll along, 


And candovr juſtify the rage of ſong? 

Such things! ſuch men before thee! ſuch an age! 
Where Rancour great as thine may glut her rage, 
And ſicken ev'n to ſurfeit, where the pride 215 
Of ſatire, pouring down in fulleſt tide, 
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112 EPISTLE TO HOCARTH., 


ay ſpread wide vengeance round, yet all the while 

Juſtice behold the ruin with a ſmile, 

Whilſt 1, thy foe miſdeem'd, cannot condemn, 

Nor diſapprove that rage | wiſh to ſtem, 220 
Wilt thou, degen'rate and corrupted, chuſe 

To foil the credit of thy haughty Muſe, 

With fallacy molt infamous ro ſtain 

Her truth, and render all her anger vain ? | 
When | beheld thee, incorrect but bold, 225 
A various comment on the ſtage unfold; 

wehen play'rs on play'rs before thy fatire fell, 

And poor Reviews conſpir'd thy wrath to ſwell ; 
When ſtates and ſtateſmen next became thy care, 
And only kings were ſafe if thou watt there, 230 
Thy cv Ty word | weigh'd in judgment's ſcale, 
And in thy ev'ry word ſound truth prevail: 

Why doſt thou now to faiſchood meanly fly? 

Not even candour can forgive a lie. 

Bad as men ere why ſhould thy frantick rhymes 
Trafiick in ſlander and invent new crimes? 230 
Crimes which, exiſting only in thy mind, 

Weak ſpleen brings forth to blacken all mankind, 
By pleaſing hopes we lure the human heart 

Jo practile virtue and improve in art; 240 
To thwart theſe ends (which, proud of honeſt fame, 
A noble Muſe would cheriſh and inflame) 


Thy drudge contrives, and in our full career 


Sicklies our hopes with the pale hue of fear, 
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EPISTLE TO HOGAR TH, 113 


Tells us that all our labours are in vain, 245 
That what we ſeek we never can obtain, 
That dead to virtue, loſt to Nature's plan, 
Envy poſſeſſes the whole race of man, 
That worth is criminal, and danger lies, 
Danger extreme, in being good and wiſe. 25 

'Tis a rank falſchood; ſearch the world around 
There cannot be ſo vile a monſter found, 
Not one ſo vile, on whom ſuſpicions fall 
Of that groſs guilt which you impute to all. 
Approv'd by thoſe who difobey her laws 235 
Virtue from Vice itſelf extorts applauſe; | 
Her very toes bear witneſs to her tate ; 
They will not love her, but they cannot hate. 
Hate Virtue for herſeli! with ſpite purſue 
Merit for merit's ſake! might this he true 260 
would renounce my nature with diſdain, 
And with the beaſts that periſh graze the plain; 
Might this be true, had we ſo far jd up 
The meaſure of our crimes, and from the cup 
Of guilt ſo deply drank, as not to End, 265 
Thiriting for fin, one drop, one dreg, behind, 
Quick ruin muſt involve this flaming ball, 
And Providence in juſtice cruſh us all. 
None but the damn'd, and amongſt them the worſt, 
Thoſe who for double guilt are doubly curſt, 270 
Can be ſo loſt ; nor can the worſt of all 
At once into ſuch deep damnation fall; 
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ns EPISTLE TO HOGARTH, 


By painful flow degrees they reach this crime, 

Which ev'n in hell muſt be a work of time. 

Ceaſe, then, thy gnilty rage, thou wayward ſon! 27; 

With the foul gall of diſcontent o'errun; 

Lift to my voice Be hone! if you can, 

Nor ſlander Nature in her fav*rite man: 

But if thy ſpirit, reſolute in ill. 

Once having err'd perſiſts in errour ſtill, 280 

Go on at large, no longer worth my care, 

And freely vent thoſe blaſphemies in air 

Which I would ſtamp as falſe, tho' on the tongue 

Of angels the injurious flander has. L 
Pup'd by thy vanity. (that cunning elf 285 

Who ſnares the coxcomb to decei ve himſelſ) 

Or blinded by thy rage, didſt thou believe 

That we too, coclly, would ourſelves deceive ? 

That we as ſterling talfſchood would admit, 

Becauſe 't was ſeaſon'd with ſome little wit? 290 


When fiction riſes pleaſing to the eye 

Men will believe, becauſe they love the lie; 

But ruth herſelf, if clouded with 2 frown, 

Mouſt have fome ſolemn proof to pats her down, 
Haſt thou, maintaining that which muſt diſgrace 295 
And bring into contempt the human race; 

Haſt thou, or. canit thou, in Truth's ſacred court, 
To ſave thy credit and thy cauſe ſupport, 

Produ ce one proof, make out one real ground, 

On which ſo great, ſo groſs, a charge to found ? 303 


EPISTLE TO HOGARTH» 115 


— — 2 
ns — 
2 2 
ag > Uh. "XI 2 


Nay, doſt thou know one man, (let that appear, 
From wiltul falſehood I 'il proclaim thee clear) 
27; MW One man ſo loſt, to Nature fo untrue, 
From whom this gen'ral charge thy raſhneſs drew ? 
On this foundation ſhalt thou ſtand or fall-— 305 
Prove that in one which you have charg'd on all. 
Reaſon determines, and it mult be done; 
23% Mongſt men or paſt or preſent name me one. 
Hogarth—l take thee, Candour, at thy word, 
Accept thy proffer'd terms, and will be heard. 316 
ei: Thee have [ heard with virulence declaim, 
Nothing retain'd of Candour but the name; 
285 Ey thee have | been charg'd in angry ſtrains 
With that mean falſchood which my ſoul diſdains— 
Hogarth ! Rand forth— Nay, hang not thus aloof— 
Now, Candour, now thou ſhalt receiveſuch proof, 316 
Such damning proof, that benceforth thou ſhalt fear 
200 To tax my wrath, and own my conduct clear 
Hogarth! ſtand forth ] dare thee to be try'd 
In that great court where Conſcience muſt preſide; 
At that moſt ſolemn bar held up thy hand; 321 
| Think before whom, on what account, you ſtand 
2 205 Ml Epcak, but conſider well — from firſt to laſt 
Review thy life, weigh cv'ry action paſt— 
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5 Nav, you ſhall have no reaſon to complain— 325 


"I 
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Take longer time, and view them o'er again 
Canſt thou remember from thy carlieit youth, | 
303 And as thy God mutt judge thee ſpeak the truth, 5 
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116 EPISTLE TO HOGARTH, 


A ſingle inſtance where, ſelf laid aſide, | 
And juſtice taking place of fear and pride, 339 
Thou with an equal eye didſt genius view, 

And give to merit what was merit's due ? 

Genius and merit are a ſure offence, 

And thy ſoul ſickens at the name of ſenſe. 

Is any one ſo fooliſh to ſucceed ? | 335 
On Envy's altar he is doom'd to bleed; 

Hogarth, a guilty pleaſure in his eyes, 

The place of executioner ſupplies: 

See how he glotes, enjoys the ſacred feaſt, 


And proves himſelf by cruelty a prieſt. 340 


Whilſt the weak artiſt, to thy whims a ſlave, 
Would bury all thoſe pow'rs which Nature gave, 
Would ſuffer blank concealment to obſcure 
Thoſe rays thy jealouſy could not endure, 

To feed thy vanity would ruſt unknown, 345 
And to ſecure thy credit blaſt his own, 

In Hogarth he was ſure to find a friend; 

He could not fear, and therefore might commend: 
But when his ſpirit, rous'd by honeſt ſhame, 

Shook off that lethargy and ſoar'd to fame, 3:0 
When with the pride of man, reſolv'd and ſtrong, 
He ſcorn'd thoſe fears which did his honour wrong, 
And, on himſelf determin'd to rely, 

Brought forth his labours to the publick eye, 

No friend in thee could ſuch a rebel know; 355 
He had deſert, and Hogarth was his foc. 
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EPISTLE TO HOGARTH. 


Souls of a tim'rous caſt, of petty name 
In Envy's court, not yet quite dead to ſhame, 
May ſome remorſe, ſome qualms, of conſcience feel, 
And ſuſſer honour to abate their zeal, 300 
But the man truly and completely great 
Aliows no rule of action but his hate, 
hre ev'ry bar he bravely breaks his way, 
Pallion his principle, and parts his prey. 
Mediums in vice and virtue ſpeak a mind 365 
Within the pale of temperance confin'd; 
Ihe daring ſpirit ſcorns her narrow ſchemes, 
and, good or bad, is always in extremes. 

Man's praclice duly weigh'd, thro' ev'ry age 


On the ſame plan hath Envy form'd her rage 370 


Gainſt thoſe whom Fortune Bath our rivals made 
In way of ſcience and in way ot trade: 
Stung with nican jeulouſy ſhe arms her ſpite, 
Fiit works then views their ruin with delight. 
Our Hogarth here a grand improver ihines, 375 
And nobly on the gen'ral plan revives; 
He like himſelf o'erlea ps the ſervite bound; 
Worth is his mark, wherever worth is found. 
Should painters only his vaſt wrath ſuffice ? 
Genius in Ev'ry walk is lawful prize: | 380 
is a groſs inſult to his o'ergrown {tate ; 
His love to merit is to feel his hate. 
When Wilkes, our countryman, our common friend, 
Arole his king, his country, to defend, 
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118 £P13TLE TO HOGARTH. 


When tools of pow'r he bar'd to publick view, 38; 
And from their holes the ſneaking cowards drew, 
When Rancour found it far beyond her reach 

To ſoil his honour and his truth impeach, 

What could induce thee, at a time and place 
Where manly foes had bluſh'd to ſhew their face, 300 
To make that effort which muſt damn thy name, 
And ſink thee deep, deep, in thy greve with ſhame! 


Did virtue move thee? No; *twas pride, rank pride, 


And if thou hadſt not done it thou hadſt dy'd. 


Malice (who, diſappointed of her end, 39% 


Whether to work the bane of foe or friend, 


Preys on herſelf, and driven to the ſtake 


Gives Virtue that revenge ſhe ſcorns to take) 

Had kill'd thee, tott'ring on life's utmoſt verge, 

Had Wilkes and Liberty eſcap'd thy ſcourge. 4c9 
When that Great Charter which our fathers bought 

With their beſt blood was into queſtion brought, 

When, big with ruin, o'er each Engliſh head 

Vile Slav'ry hung ſuſpenced by a thread, 

When Liberty, all trembling and aghaſt, 405 

Fear' d for the future, knowing what was paſt, 

When ev'ry breaſt was chill'd with deep deſpair, 

Till reaſon pointed out that Pratt was there, 

Lurking moſt ruſtian-like behind a ſcreen, 

So plac'd all things to ſee, himſelf unſeen, 41 

Virtue with due contempt ſaw Hogarth ſtand, 


The murd'rous pencil in his palſy*d hand, 
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EPISTLE TO HOGARTEH. = 


What was the cauſe of Tun to him, 

Or what was Honour ? let them ſink or ſwim, 

© he may gratify without control 413 
The mean reſentments of his ſelfiſh ſoul: 

Let ſreedom periſh if, to freedom true, 

In the ſame ruin Wilkes may periſh too. 

With all the ſymptoms of aſſur'd decay, 

With age and ſickneſs pinch'd and worn away, 420 
Pale quiv'ring lips, lank cheeks, and falt'ring tongue, 
The ſpirits out of tune, the nerves unſtrung, 

Thy body fhrivell'd up, thy dim eyes ſunk 

Within their ſockets deep, thy weak hams ſhrunk, 
Ihe body's weight unable to ſuſtain, - 425 
The ſtream of life ſcarce trembling thro' the vein, 
More than half-kill'd by honeft truths, which fell, 
Thro' thy own fault, from men who wiſn'd thee well, 
Canſt thou, ev'n thus, thy thoughts to vengeance give, 
And dead to all things elſe to malice live? 430 
Hence, Dotard ! to thy cloſet; ſhut thee in; 

by deep repentance waſh away thy ſin; | 

From haunts of men to ſhame and forrow fly, 

And on the verge of death learn how to die. 

Vain exhortation ! waſh the Ethiop white, 435 
Diſcharge the leopard's ſpots, turn day to night, 
Control the courſe of Nature, bid the deep 
Huſh at thy pigmy voice her waves to ſleep, 
perform things paſling ſtrange, yet own thy art 
Yoo weak to work a change in ſuch a heart. 449 


"IN 
{ 
$44 
K 
, 
J 
. 4 
l 
[ 
7 
n 
F 
, „ 
Pl 
t by 
il 
941k 
is Wh. 
ITY 
— 9 
> b 
67 : 
: M 
77 
Ne 
TM 
8 
! 
N 
. 
1 1 
1 
44 
i 
} 
7 
* * 
j 
g 
4 
N. 
my 


* > 
« 2 8 s 
; — 


— = 
2 


—— — —— 


OR — 


3 
— 


— 


— 


— q 
— 


— 


— L _ — EL 
een —— ET > 


> 
* * 


8 


_ 


I20 EPISTLE TO HOGARTH. 


That envy which was woven in the frame Dow h. 

At firſt will to the laſt remain the ſame. and de 

Reaſon may droop, niay die, but Envy's rage lien v 

Improves by time, and gathers ſtrength from age. nd ar 

Some, and not few, vain triflers with the pen, 4% hen d 

Unread, unpractis'd, in the ways omen, Ind pr 

Tell us that Envy, who with giant ſtride onder 

Stalks thro! the vale of life by Virtue's ſide, Vhich 

% Retreats when ſhe hath drawn her lateſt breath, But, 

F | And calmly hears her praiſes after death. 40m. 
1 To ſuch obſervers Hogarth gives the lie; | dar. 
1 Worth may be hears'd, but Envy cannot die; 'Fh' 1 
1 Ny Within the manſion of his gloomy breaſt, hy ea 
1 1 A manſion ſuited well to ſuch a gueſt, and br 
„ Immortal, unimpair'd, ſhe rears her head, 455 bare t 
(al And damns alike the living and the dead. ſhe pi, 
if 10 ö a Oft' have I known thee, Hogarth ! weak and vain, al nc 
— 1 q Thyſelf the idol of thy awkward ſtrain, Vitho! 
12,7 YY Thro' the dull meaſure of a ſummer's day Poot 
1 In phraſe molt vile, prate long long hours away, 400 Dryder 
Whilſt friends with friends all gaping ſit, and gaze Neviv' 

To hcar a Hogarth babble Hogarth's praiſe ; ind in 

But if ath wart thee Interruption came, ave t. 

And mention'd with reſpe& ſome ancient's name, {Mod w 

Some ancient's name who in the days of yore et 

The crown of art with greateſt honour wore, define 

How have | ſeen thy coward check turn pale, ave tl 

And blank conſuſion ſcize thy mangled tale ind ca 

2 | Fol. 


EPISTLE TO HOGARTIH. 


Dow hath thy jealouſy to madneſs grown, 
and deem'd his praiſe injurious to thy own! 470 
hen without mercy did thy wrath make way, i 
rd arts and artiſts all became thy prey; 
hen didſt thou trample on eſtabliſn'd rules, 
ind proudly levell'd all the ancient ſchools, 
'ondemn'd thoſe works, with praiſe thro' ages grac'd, 
Vhich you had never ſeen or could not taſte. 476 
But would mankind have true perfection ſhown 
t muſt be found in labours of my own 
dare to challenge, in one ſingle piece, 
'Th' united force of italy and Greece.“ 480 
ky eager hand the curtain then undrew, 
and brought the boaſted maſterpiece to view. 
re thy remarks—ſay not a ſingle word 
[he picture ſeen why is the painter heard? 
al not up ſhame and anger in our cheeks; 485 
ithout a comment Sigiſmunda ſpeaks. 
Poor Sigiſmunda ! what a fate is thine! 
Dryden, the great high-prieſt of all the Nine, 
keviv'd thy name, gave what a Muſe could give, 
Ind in his numbers bad thy mem'ry live, 490 
ave thee thoſe ſoft ſenſations which might move 
Ind warm the coldeſt anchorite to love, 
ave thee that virtue which could curb deſire, 
inc and conſecrate love's headſtrong fire, 
ave thee thoſe griefs which made the Stoick feel, 29x 
nd call'd compaſſion forth from hearts of ſeed, 
Filme J. | L. 
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122 EPISTLE TO HOGARTH, 
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Gave thee that firmneſs which our ſex may ſhame, 
And make man bow to woman's juſter claim, 
So that our tcars, which from compaſſion flow, 


Seem to debaſe thy UiYnitiy of woe. | £00 
In cal 


et a 
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But, O! how much unlike! how fall'n! how chang'd! 
How much from Nature and herſelf eltrang d! 
How totally depriv'd of all the pow'rs 
To ſhew her feclings and awaken ours 
Doth Sigiſrmunda now devoted Rand, Jog 
The helplc{s victim oa dauber's hand! 

But why, my Hogarth! ſuch a 3 made, 
So rare a pattern for the ſigupoſt trade? 
In the ful! 
Why was heroick painting laid afide 7 [ 
Why is it not reſum'd? thy friends at court, 


force and whirlwind of thy 250 


— 2 


ſatticc 


Men all in place and pow'r, crave thy ſupport; th 
Be NE: then for once, and thro' the field . 
VIC]! 


Of B hy epick pencil wield, * 
Maintain the cauſe which they, good lack! avow, «1; Lai! 
And would maintain too, but they know not how, 
Thro' ev'ry pannel ler thy virtue tell 
How Bute PRO d, how Pitt and Temple fell, 
How Englant'. ſons (whom they conſpir'd to blk 
Againſt our will with infolent ſucceſs) 42 
Approve their fall, and with Addreſſes run, 
How got God knows, to hail the Scottiſh ſun ; 
Point out our lame in war, when vengeance, hurl 


From the ſtrong arm of Juſtice, ſhook the world: 


2 bs 
Q — 
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Thine and thy country's honour to encreaſe 525 

Point out the honours of ſucceeding peace : 

Our moderation Chriſtian-like diſplay, 

Sew what we got and what we gave away: 

In colours dull and heavy as the tale 

et a ſtate-chaos thro' the whole prevail, £30 
Eut, of events regardleſs, wbilſt the Muſe, | 

Perhaps with roo much heat, her theme purſues, 

Whilſt her quick ſpirits rouſe at Freedou''s call, 

50 

| nd ev' ry drop of blood isturn'd to gall, 

e, Whilſt a dear country and an injur'd friend 535 

Urge my ſtrong anger to the bitt' reit end, 

Whilſt honeſt trophies to revenge are rais'd, 

Let not one real virtue pals unprais'd ; 

ſaſtice with equal courſe bids fatire flow, 

And loves the virtue of her greateſt ſoe. 540 
O! that i here could that rare virtue mean 

Which ſcorns the rule of envy, pride, and ſpleen, 

nich ſprings not from the Jabour*d works of art, 

But hath its riſe from Nature in the heart, 

Which in itſelf with happineſs is crown'd, 545 

And ſpreads with joy the bleſſing all around! 

Dat truth forbids, and in theſe ſimple lays 

Contented with a diff rent kind of praiſe 

Maſt Hogarth ſtand; that praiſe which Genius gives, 

In which to lateſt time the artiſt lives, "a0 

but not the man, which, rightly underſtood, 

May make us great, but cannot make us good: 

1 
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That praiſe be Hogarth's; freely let him wear 
The wreath which Genius wove and planted there: 
Foe as I am, ſhould Envy tear it down Fee 
Myſelf would labour to replace the crown. 

In walks of humour, in that caſt of ſtyle 
Which probing to the quick yet makes us ſmile, 
In comedy, his uat*ral road to fame, 

Nor let me call it by a meaner name, 560 
Where a beginning, middle, and an end, 

Are aptly join'd, where parts on parts depend, 
Each made for each, as bodies for their ſoul, 
So as to form one true and perfect whole, 
Where a plain ſtory to the eye is told, 365 
Which we conceive the moment we behold, 
Hogarth unrivall'd ſtands, and ſhall engage 
Unrivall'd praiſe to the moſt diſtant age. 

How couldſt thou then to ſhame perverſely run, 
And tread that path which Nature bad thee ſhun? 
Why did Ambition overleap her rules, 571 
And thy vaſt parts become the ſport of fools ? 
By diff rent methods diff rent men excel, 
But where is he who can do all things well ? 
Humour thy province, for ſome monſtrous crime 575 
Pride ftruck thee with the frenzy of ſublime; 
But when the work was fini{h'd, could thy mind 
So partial be, and to herſelf ſo blind, 

What with contempt all view'd to view with awe, 


Nor ſee thoſe faults which ev'ry blockhead ſaw ! 5% 
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Bluſh, thou vain man! and if deſire of fame, 
lere: Founded on real art, thy thoughts inflame, 
To quick deſtruction Sigiſmunda give, 
And let her mem'ry die that thine may live. 
But ſhould fond Candour, for her mercy ſake, 385 
i With pity view and pardon this miſtake, 
Or ſhould Oblivion, to thy with moſt kind, 
560 Wipe off that itain, nor leave ene trace behind, 
Ok arts deſpis'd, of artiſts, by thy frown 
Aw'dfrom juſt hopes, of riſing worth kept down, « 90 
Of all thy meanneſs thro' this mortal race 
Canſt thou the living memory eraſe ! 
1 0 ſhall not Vengeance follow to the grave, 
And give back juſt that meaſure which you gave ? 
With ſo much merit and ſo much ſucceſs, 595 
With ſo much pow'r to curſe, ſo much to bleſs, 
run, Would he have been man's friend inſtead of foe 
nun? Hogarth had been a little god below, 
571 Why then, like ſavage giants fam'd of old, 
Of whom in Scripture ſtory we are told, 600 
Do!t thou in cruelty that trength em ploy 
Which Nature meant to ſave, not to deſtroy ? 
Why doſt thou, all in horrid pomp array'd, 
Sit grinning o'er the ruins thou haſt made ? 
og Mott rank ili-nature mult appland thy art, 605 
But even candour mult condemn thy heart. 
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awe, For me, who, warm and zealous for my friend, 
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And no leſs warm and zealous 'gainſt my foes, 
Spite of commending thouſands will oppoſe, 615 
I dare thy worſt, with ſcorn behold thy rage, 

But with an eye of pity view thy age, 

Thy feeble age! in which as in a glaſs 

We ſee how men to diſſolution paſs, 

Thou wretched being! whom, on reaſon's plan, 61; 
So chang'd, ſo loſt, | cannot call a man, 

What could perſuade thee, at this time of life, 


To launch afreſh into the ſea of ſtrife ? 
Better for thee, ſcarce crawling on the earth, 


Almoſt as much a child as at thy birth, 629 


To have reſign'd in peace thy parting breath, 
And ſunk unnotic'd in the arms of Death. 
Why would thy gray, gray hairs reſentment brave, 
Thus to go down with ſorrow to the grave? 
Now by my ſoul! it makes me bluſh to know 625 
My ſpirits could deſcend to ſuch a foe; 
Whatever cauſe the vengeance might provoke, 
It ſeems rank cowardice to give the ſtroke. 

Sure 'tis a curſe which angry Fates impoſe 
To mortify man's arrogance, that thoſe 630 
Who ' re faſhion'd of ſome better ſort of clay 
Much ſooner than the common herd decay. 
What bitter pangs muſt humbled Genius feel 
In their laſt hours to view a Swift and Steele! 
How muſt ill-boding horrours fill her breaſt 633 
When ſhe bcholds men mark'd above the reſt 


ro 
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636 
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For qualities moſt dear plung'd from that height, 
Aad ſunk, deep ſunk, in ſecond childhood's night! 
Are men, indeed, ſuch things? and are the beſt 


More ſubject to this evil than the reſt, 640 


To drivel out whole years of idiot breath, 

And ſit the monuments of living Death! 

0! galling circumſtance to human pride! 

Abaſing thought! but not to be deny'd. 

With curious art the brain, too finely wrought, 645 
Preys on. herſelf, and is deſtroy'd by thought. 
Conſtant attention wears the active mind, 

Blots out her pow'rs, and leaves a blank behind. 

But let not youth, to infolence ally'd, 

In heat of blood, in full career of pride, 650 


Poſſeſs'd of genins, with unhallow'd rage 


Mock the infirmities of rev'rend age: 
The greateſt genius to this fate may bow; 
Reynolds in time may be like Hogarth now*. 6354 


+ The painter, of courſe, revenged himſelf in caricature ; 
but many an eye has read ChurchilPs Zpife which never ſaw 
Hogarth's Bruin. The laſt paragraph of the poem will not be 
forgotten when party-diſputes thall ceaſe to be remembered. 
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(Crack ſaid in form, which ſcepticks muſt agree, 
When they are told that grace was ſaid by me, 

The ſervants gone to break the ſcurvy jeſt 

On the proud landlord and his threadbare gueſt, 
The King gone round, my Lady too withdrawn, x 
My Lord in uſual taſte began to yawn, 


And lolling backward in his eibowchair, 


With an inſipid kind of ſtupid ſtare, 

Picking his teeth, twirling his ſeals about— 

Churchill, you have a poem coming out: 10 

Lou ' ve my beſt wiſhes; but 1 really fear 

Your uſe in general is too ſevere; 

Her ſpirit feems her int'reſt to oppoſe, 

And where ſhe makes one ſriend makes twenty toes, 
C. Your Lordſhip's fears are juſt ; 1 ſcel their force, 

But only feel it as a thing of courſe. 16 

The man whoſe hardy ſpirit ſhall engage 

To laſh the vices of a guilty age 

At his firſt ſetting forward cught to.know 

That cv'ry rogue he meets muſt be his foe, 20 

That the rude breath of ſatire will provoke 

Tany who feel and more who fear the ſtroke. 

But ſhall the partial rage of ſelfiſh men 

From fubborn Juſtice wrench the righteous pen 


| 


be. 


10 


foes, 
orce, 


16 


20 


THE CONFERENCE. I29 


Or ſhall 1 not my ſettled courſe purſue, 25 
Becauſe my foes are foes to virtue too? 

L. What is this boaſted virtue taught in ſchools, 
And idly drawn from antiquated rules? 
What is her uſe? point out one wholeſome end; 
Will ſhe hurt foes, or can ſhe make a friend? 30 
When from long faſts fierce appetites ariſe, 
Can this ſame Virtue ſtifle Nature's cries? 
Can ſhe the pittance of a meal afford, 


Or bid thee welcome to one great man's board? 


When northern winds the rough December arm, 35 
With froſt and ſnow, can Virtue keep thee warm? 
Canſt thou difmiſs the hard unfeeling dun | 
Barely by ſaying thou art Virtue's ſon ? 
Or by baſe blund'ring ſtateſmen ſent to jail, : 
Will Mansfield take this Virtue for thy bail? 40 
Believe it not; the name is in diſgrace : | 
Virtue and Temple now are out of place. 
Quit then this meteor, whoſe deluſive ray 
rom wealth and honour leads thee far aſtray. 


True virtue means, let Reaſon uſe her eyes, 45 


Nothing with fools, and int'reſt with the wiſe. 
Wouldſt thou be great her patronage diſclaim, 

Nor madly triumph in ſo mean a name; 

Let nobler wreaths thy happy brows adorn, | 
And leave to Virtue poverty and ſcorn. 30 
Let Prudence be thy guide; who doth not know 
[low ſeldom Prudence can with Virtue go? 
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To be ſucceſsful try thy utmoſt force, 
And virtue follows as a thing of courſe. 

Hirco, vho knows not Hirco ! ſtains the bed xx 
Of rhat kind maſter who firſt gave him bread, 
Scatters the ſeeds of diſcord thro” the land, 

Breaks ev'ry publick ev'ry private band, 
Beholds with joy a truſting friend undone, 

Betrays a brother, and would cheat a ſon: 60 
What mortal in his ſenſes can endure 

The name of Hirco? for the wretch is poor! 

I. et him hang, drown. ſtarve, on a dunghill rot, 
6 By all deteſted live, and die forgot, 

« Let him, a poor return, in ev'ry breath 6e 
Feel all death's pains, yet be whole years in death, 
Is now the gen'ral cry we all purſue; 

Let Fortune change and Prudence changes too; 
Supple and phant a new ſyſtem feels, 

Throws up her cap and ſpaniels at his heels, 70 
Long live great Hirco! cries, by int'reſt taught, 
And let his foes, tho' 1 prove one, be nought. 

C. Peace to ſuch men, if ſuch men can have peace, 
Lt their poſſeſſions, let their ſtate, increaſe, 

Let their baſe ſervices in courts ſtrike roct, 75 
And in the ſeaſon bring forth golden fruic, 

I envy not; let thoſe who have the will, 

And with ſo little ſpirit ſo much ſkill, 

With ſuch vile inftruments their fortunes carve; 
Rogues may grow ſat, an honeſt man dares ſtarve. 8 


SS 


69 


eace, 


75 
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L. Theſe ſtale conceits thrown off, let us advance 
For once to real life, and quit romance. | 
Starve! pretty talking! but | fain would view 
That man, that honeſt man, would do it too. 
Hence to yon' mountain which outbraves the ſky, 
And dart from pole to pole thy flrengthen'd eye, 86 
Thro' all that ſpace you ſhall not view one man, 
Not one, who dares to act on ſuch a plan. 
Cowards in calms will ſay what in a ſtorm 
The brave will tremble at and not perform. 90 
hine be the proof, and, ſpite of all you'ave ſaid, 
You 'd give your honour for a cruſt of bread, 
C. What proof might do, what hunger might effect, 
What famiih'd Nature, looking with negle& 
On all ſhe once held dear, what fear, at firite 95 
With fainting virtue for the means of life, 
Might make this coward fleſh, in love with breath, 
Skudd'ring at pain and ſhrinking back from death, 
In treaſon to my ſoul, deſcend to bear, | 
Truſting to Fate, | neither know nor care. ICO 
Once, at this hour thoſe wounds afreſh I feel, 
Which nor proſperity nor time can heal, 
Thoſe wounds, which Fate ſeverly hath decreed, 
Metion'd or thought of, muſt for ever bleed, 
Thoſe wounds, which humbled all that pride of man 
Which brings ſuch mighty aid to virtue's plan, 106 
Once, aw'd by Fortune's moſt oppreſſive frown, . 
Ey legal rapine to the earth bow'd down, 
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My credit at laſt gaſp, my ftate undone, 
Trembling to meet the ſhock 1 could not ſhun, 110 
Virtue gave ground, and black deſpair prevail'd; 
Sinking beneath the ſtorm muy ſpirits fail'd 

Like Peter's faith, till one, a friend indeed, 

May all diſtreſs find ſuch in time of need! 

One kind good man, in act, in word, in thought, 
By virtue guided and by wiſdom taught, 116 
Image of him whom Chriſtians ſhould adore, 


Stretch'd forth his hand and brought me ſafe toſhore. 


Since by good fortune into notice rais'd, 
And for ſome little merit largely prais'd, 1220 
Indulg'd in ſwerving from prudential rules, 
Hated by rogues, and not beJov'd by fools, 
Plac'd above want, ſhall abject thirſt of wealth 
So fiercely war gainſt my foul's deareſt health, 
That as a boon I ſhould baſe ſhackles crave, 125 
And born to freedom make myſelf a ſlave? 
That I ſhould in the train of thoſe appear 
Whom Honour cannot love no. Manhood fear? 
That I no longer ſculk from ſlreet to ſtreet, 


Afraid left duns aſſail and bailiffs meet; 130 


That I from place to place this carcaſs bear, 

Walk forth at large, and wander free as air; 

That I no longer dread the awkward friend, 
Whoſe very obligations muſt offend, 

Nor, all too forward, with impatience burn 1 35 
At ſuff'ring favours which I cann't return; | 
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That from dependence and from pride ſecure | ; x 
110 lam not plac'd ſo high to ſcorn the poor, 
Nor yet ſo low that | my Lord ſhould fear, 
or hefitate to give him ſneer for ſneer; 140 
That whilſt ſage Prudence my purſuits conſirms 
can enjoy the world on equal terms; 
R That kind to others, to myſelf moſt true, 
116 Freeling no want I comfort thoſe who do, 
| And with the will have pow'r to aid diſtreſs; 145 
Theſe, and what other blefſings I poſſeſs, 
From the indulgence of the publick riſe; 1 
All private patronage my ſoul defies. 1 
By candour more inclin'd to ſave than damn | 
A gen'rous publick made me what am: 150 1 
All that 1 have they gave, juſt mem'ry bears 
The grateful ſtamp, and what l am is theirs, 
L. To feign a redhot zeal for freedom's cauſe, 
To mouth aloud for liberties and laws, | 
for publick good to bellow all abroad, Irs 
Serves well the purpoſes of private fraud, 
Prudence by publick good intends her own; 
130 you mean otherwiſe you ſtand alone. 
What do we mean by country and by court? 
What is it to oppoſe ? what to ſupport ? 160 
Mere words of courſe, and what is more abſurd 
Than to pay homage to an empty word? 
135 Majors and minors differ but in name; 
Patriots and miniſters are much the ſame; 
Fuze J. M 


ore, 
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The only diff'rence, after all their rout, 165 Thi 
I> that the one is in the other out. Th. 

Explore the dark receſſes of the mind, Thi 
In the foul's honeſt volume read mankind, by. 
And own in wiſe and ſimple, great and ſmall, Thi 
"The ſame grand leading principle in all. 170 Vie) 
Whate'cr we talk of wiſdom to the wiſe, Tha 
Of goodueſs to the good, of publick ties, Fart 


Which to our country link, of private bands, 


Which claim moſt dear attention at our hands, Tor 
For parent and for child, for wife and friend, 17; Q 
Our firſt great mover and our laſt great end Of te 
Is one, and by whatever name we call And 
The ruling tyrant felt is all in all. Let? 
This, which un willing faction ſhall admit, Hut! 
Guided in diff'rent ways a Bute and Pitt, 120 ai 
Made tyrants break, made kings obſerve the law, Io tl 
And gave the world a Stewart and Naſſau. Thro 
Hath Nature (ſtrange and wild conceit of may Let! 
Diſtinguiſh'd thee from all her ſons beſide? Wit 
Moth virtue in thy boſom brighter glow, 185 C. 
Or from a ſpring more pure doth action flow? With 
Is not thy foul bound with thoſe very chains You] 
Which ſhackle us? or is that ſelf which reigus hic 
Oer kings and beggars, which in all we ſee Muſt 
Nioſt Wrong and (ov reign, only weak in thce ? 199 hic 
Fond man! believe it not; experience tells Ko 


' Vis not thy virtue but thy pride rebels. thele n 
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Think, (and for once lay by thy lawleſs pen) 

Think, and confeſs thyſelf like other men; 

Think but one hour, and to thy conſcience led 195 

By Reaſon's hand, bow down and hang thy head: 

Think on thy private life, recall thy youth, 

View thyſelf now, and own with ſtricteſt truth 

That ſelf hath drawn thee from fair Virtue's way 

Farther than Folly would have dar'd to ſtray, 2co 

And that the talents lib'ral Nature gave 

To make thee free have made thee more a ſlave. 
Quit then, in prudence, quit that idle train 

Of toys which have ſo long abus'd thy brain, 

And captive led thy pow'rs; with boundleſs will 2c 5 

Let Self maintain her ſtate and empire ſtill, 

But let her, with more worthy objects caught, 

Strain all the faculties and force of thought 


170 


175 


9 
* To things of higher daring; let her range 
Thro' better paſtures, and learn how to change; 210 
Ade Let her, no longer to weak faction ty'd, 
_ WVicly revolt, and join our itronger fide. 
18 C. Ah! what, my Lord, hath private life“ to do 
| With things of publick nature ? why to view 
Vould you thus cruelly thoſe ſcenes unfold 215 
Which without pain and horrour to behold 
Muſt ſpeak me ſomething more or leſs than man, 
? 190 Which friends may pardon, but | never can? 


* In The Annual Regiſter, ſoon after Churchill's death, was 
publithed an Account of his life. ------- M'hatever were that lite 
lie manly honeſt lines are almoſt an excuſe for it. 
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Look back! a thought which borders on deſpair, 
Which human nature muſt, yet cannat bear, 220 
Tis not the babbling of a buſy world, 

Where praiſe and cenſure are at random hurl'd, 
Which can the meaneſt of my thoughts control], 
Or ſhake one ſettled purpoſe of my ſoul; 

Free and at large might their wild curſes roam 223 
If all, if all, alas! were well at home. 

Not is the tale which angry Conſcience tells, 
When ſhe with more than tragick borrour ſwells 
Tach circumſtance of guilt ; when, ſtern but true, 


dhe brings bad actions forth into review, 230 


And like the dread handwriting on the wall 
Bids late remorſe awake at Reaſon's call, 

Arm'd at all points bids ſcorpion Vengeance paſs, 
And to the mind holds up RefleQion's glaſs, 

Tke mind which, ſtarting, heaves the heartfelt groan, 
And hates that form ſhe knows to be her own. 246 

Enough of this——let private ſorrows reſt 

As to the publick I dare ſtand the teſt, | 

Dare proudly boaſt [ feel no wiſh above 

"The good of England and my country's love. 1240 
Stranger to party-rage, by Reaſon's voice, 
Unerring guide, directed in my choice, 

Not all the tyrant pow'rs of earth combin'd, 

No, nor of hell, ſnall make me change my mind. 
What! herd with men my honeſt ſoul diſdains, 243 
Men who with fer vile zeal are forging chains 


ben 
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For Freedom's neck, and lend a helping hand 
To ſpread deſtruction o'er my native land? 
What! ſhall I not, ev'n to my lateſt breath, 
In the full face of danger and of death, 230 
Exert that little ſtrength which: Nature gave, 
And boldly ſtem or periſh-in the wave? 
L. When | look backward forſome fifty years, 


And ſce proteſting patriots turn'd to peers, 


Hear men molt looſe for decenoy declaim, 255 
And talk of character without a name, 
Sce infidels aſſert the cauſe of God, 


And meek divines wield Perſecution's rod, 


See men transform'd to brutes and brutes to men, 
See Whitehead take a place, Ralph change his pen, 260 
I mock the zeal and deem the men in ſport 
Who rail at miniſters and curſe a court. 
Thee, haughty as thou art, and proud in rhyme, 
Shall ſome preferment, ofſer'd at a time 
When-virtue fleeps, ſome ſacrifice to pride, 265 
Or ſome fair victim, move to change thy ſides 
Thee ſhall theſe eyes behold, to health reſtor'd, 
Uſing, as Prudence bids, bold Satire's ſword, 
Calling thy preſent friends, and praiſing thoſe _ 
Wnom now thy frenzy holds thy greateſt toes, 270 
C. May I (can worſe diſgrace on manhood fall 7) 
Be born a Whitchead“ and baptiz'd a Paul; 


* This man, by his will, bequeathed his heart to Lord 12 Diſ- 
pencer, ſo frequently celebrated in theſe pages by the name 


M ij 


— *4 r 
5 
> 
' 2 — 
S 2 
5 =Y — l : 


, 
4 
1 
. * 
(2885. 
*% 
4 
\ T> 
p AI 
- 
1 
1 
2 
n 
A 
1 
Fx 
= 4 * 
0 2 
N 
N 
4 6 
1. 
7 
4 . 
# as 
*, 
? y 
"V1 
BY. uh 
<4 4 
1 
* i 
" 
, 
” 383 


138 THE CONFERENCE, 


May I (tho? to his ſervice deeply ty'd 
By ſacred oaths, and now by will ally'd) 
With falſe feign'd zeal an injur'd God defend, 27; 
And uſe his name for ſome baſe private end; 

May 1 (that thought bids double horrours roll 
O'er my ſick ſpirits, and unmans my ſoul) 

Ruin the virtue which 1 held moſt dear, 

And ſtill muſt hold; may I thro' abject fear 280 
Betray my friend; may to ſucceeding times, 
Evgrav'd on plates of adamant, my crimes 


Stand blazing forth, whilſt mark'd with envious blot 


Each little act of virtue is forgot; 

Of all thoſe evils which to ſtamp men curſt 285 

Hell keeps in ſtore for vengeance, may the worſt 

Light on my head; and in my day of wo, 

To make the cup of bitterneſs o'erflow, 

May I be ſcorn'd by ev'ry man of worth, 

Wander like Cain a vagabond on earth, 290 

Bearing about a hell in my own mind, 

Or be to Scotland for my life confin'd, 

Ii lam one among the many known 

Whom Shelburne fled and Calcraft bluſh'd to own. 
L. Do you reflect what men you make your foes! 
C. I do, and that's the reaſon | oppoſe. 296 

Friends I have made whom Envy muſt commend, 

But not one foe whom | would wiſh a friend. 


orf D-----d. The reader may form his own judgment of the 
value and propriety of the legacy. 
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What if ten thouſand Butes and Hollands bawl ? 
One Wilkes hath made a large amends for all. 300 
Tis not the title, whether handed down | 
From age to age, or flowing from the crown 
In copious ſtreams on recent men, who came 
From ſtems unknown and fires without a name; 
is not the ſtar, which our great Edward gave 305 
To mark the virt'ous and reward the brave, 
Blazing without, whilſt a baſe heart within 
s rotten to the core with filth and fin ;- - - 
Tis not the tinſel grandeur, taught to wait 
At Cuſtom's call to mark a fool of tate 310 
From fools of leſſer note, that ſoul can awe - 
Whoſe pride is reaſon whoſe defence 1s law. - 
L. Suppoſe, (a thing ſcarce poſſible in art, 
Were it thy cue to play a common part). 
Suppoſe thy Writings ſo well fenc'd in law 315 
That N cannot find nor make a fla w 
Haſt thou not heard that mongſt our ancient tribes, 
By party warpt or lull'd aſleep by bribes, 
Or trembling at the ruffian hand of Force, 
Law hath ſuſpended ſtoodorchang'dits courſe? 320 
Art thou aſſur'd that, for deſtruction ripe, 
Thou may'ſt not ſmart beneath the ſelfſsame gripe ? 
What ſanction haſt thou, frantick in thy "—_ 
Thy life, thy freedom, to ſecure ! 
C. The times. 
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'Tis not on law, a ſyſtem great and good, 325 

By Wiſdom penn'd, and bought by nobleſt blood, 

My faith relies; by wicked men and vain 

Law once abus'd may be abus'd again 

No; on our great lawgiver | depend, 

Who knows and guides her to her proper end, 

Whoſe royalty of nature blazes out 

So fierce, 't were lin to entertain a doubt 

Did tyrant Stewarts now the laws diſpenſe, 

(Bleſo'd be the hour and hand whichſent them hence!) 
Tor ſomething or for nothing, for a word 335 

Or thought, | nught be doom'd to death unheard; 

Life we might all reſign to lawleſs pow'r, 

Nor think it worth the purchaſe of an hour: 

But Envy ne'er {hall fix fo foul a ſtain | 

On the ſair annals of a Brunſwick's reign. _. 349 

Ii, ave to party, to revenge or pride, 

II, by frail human errour drawn aſide, 

break the Law, ſtrict rigour let her wear, 

is her's to puniſh, and 't is mine to bear; 

Nor by the voice of Juſtice doom'd to death 345 

Would | aſk mercy with my lateſt breath : 

But anxious only for my country's good, 

In which my King's of courſe is underſtood, : \ 

Form'd on a plan with ſome few patriot friends, 

Whilſt by juit means | aim at nobleſt ends, 3:0 Wl (St 

My ſpirits cannot fink : tho' from the tomb 

Stern Jefiries ſhould be plac'd in Mansfield“, room: 
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Tho' he ſhould bring, his baſe deſigns to aid, 

Some black attorney, for his purpoſe made, 

And ſhove, whilſt Decency and Law retreat, 355 

The modeſt Norton “ from his maiden feat ; | 

Tho' both, in ill confed*rates, ſhould agree 

In damned league to torture Law and me, 

Whilſt George is king I cannot fear endure; 

Not to be guilty is to be ſecure. 360 
But when in aftertimes, (be far remov'd 

That day!) our monarch, glorious and helov'd, 

Sleeps with his fathers, ſhould imperious Fate, 

In vengeance, with freſh Stewarts curſe our ſtate; 

Should they, o'erleaping ev'ry fence of law, 365 

Butcher the brave to keep tame fools in awe ; 

Should they by brutal and oppreſſive force 

Divert ſweet Juſtice from her even courſe; 

Should they, of ev'ry other means bereſt, 

Make my right hand a witneſs *gainſt my leſt; 370 

Should they, abroad by Inquifitions taught, 

Scarch out my ſoul, and damn me for a thought; 

Still would | keep my courſe, ſtill ſpeak, ſtill write, 

Till death had plung'd me in the ſhades of night. 
Thou God of Truth! thou great all-ſearching eye! 

To whom our thoughts, our ſpirits, open lic, 376 

Grant me thy ſtrength, and in that needful hour, 

(Should it e'er come) when Law ſubmits ta Pow'r, 


Norton was at that time Attorney General, 
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Whether he's raviſh'd in life's early morn, 


142 THE CONFERENCE, 
With firm reſolve my ſteady boſom ſteel 
Bravely to ſuffer tho? I deeply feel. 380 _ 


Let me as hitherto ſtill draw my breath, 
In love with life but not in fear of death, 
And if Oppreſſion brings me to the grave, 
And marks me dead, ſhe ne'er ſhall mark a ſlave, 
Let no unworthy marks of gricf be heard, 385 
No wild laments, not one unſeemly word; 
Let ſober triumphs wait upon my bier; 
I won't forgive that friend who drops one tear. 


Or in old age drops like an ear of corn, 390 

Full ripe he falls, on Nature's nobleſt plan, 

Who lives to reaſon and who dies a man, 392 
— 


THE FAREWELL. 


O— — 


p. FareweLL to Europe, and at once farewell 

To all the follies waich in Europe dwell; 

To Eaſtern India now, a richer clime, 

Richer, alas! in ev'ry thing but rhyme, 

The Muſes fteer their courſe, and, fond of change, 5 
At large in other worlds defire to range, 

Reſolv'd'at leaſt, fince they the fool mult play, 

To do it in a diff rent place and way. 

F. What whim is this, what errour of the brain, 
What madneſs, worſe thanin the dogſtar's reign? 10 
Why into foreign countries would you roam? 

Are there not knaves and fools enough at home ? 
Iffatire be thy object, and thy lays 

As yet have ſhewn no talents fit for praiſe, 

It ſatire be thy object, ſearch all round, 15 
Nor to thy purpoſe can one ſpot be found 

Like England, where, to rampant vigour grown, 


Vice chokes up ev'ry virtue, where, ſelfsoven, 

Tie ſeeds of folly ſhoot forth rank and bold, 

\niev ry ſeed brings forth an hundred fold. 20 
P. No moreof this--tho' Truth, (the more our ſhame, 

The more our guilt) tho? Truth perhaps may clain 

And juſtify, her part in this, yet here, 

Lor the firſt time, ev'n Truth offends my ear. 
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Declaim from morn to night, from night to morn, 25 
Take up the theme anew when day 's newborn, 

I hear and hate—Be England what ſhe will, 

With all her faults ſhe is my country ſtill. 

F. Thy country! and what then? is that mere word 
Againſt the voice of Reafon to be heard? 30 
Are prejudices deep imbib'd in youth 
To counteract and make thee hate the truth? 

'Tis the ſure ſymptom of a narrow foul 
'To draw its grand attachment from the whole 


And take up with a part; men not confin'd 35 


Within ſuch paltry limits, men deſign'd 

Their nature to exalt where'er they go, 

Wherever waves can roll and winds can blow, 
Where'er the bleſſed ſun, plac'd in the ſky 

To watch this ſubject world, can dart his eye, 40 
Are ſtill the ſame, and, prejudice outgrown, | 
Conſider ev'ry country as their own; 

At one grand view they take in Nature's plan, 

Not more at home in England than Japan. 

P. My good grave Sir of Theory! whoſe wit, 45 
Graſping at ſhadows, ne' er caught ſubſtance yet, 
Tis mighty eaſy o'er a glaſs of wine 
On vain refinements vainly to refine, 

To laugh at Poverty in Plenty's reign, 
To boaſt of apathy when out of pain, 52 
And in each ſentence, worthy of the ſchools, 
Varniſh'd with ſophiſtry, to deal out rules 
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Moſt fit for practice, but for one poor fault, 
That into practice they can ne'er be brought. 

At home, and ſitting in your elbowchair, 55 
You praiſe Japan, tho' you was never there; 
But was the ſhip this moment under fail 
Would not your mind be chang'd, your ſpirits ſail? 
Would you not caſt one longing eye to ſhore, 
And vow to deal in ſuch wild ſchemes no more? 60 
Howe'er our pride may tempt us to conceal 
Thoſe paſſions which we cannot chuſe but feel, 
There's a ſtrange ſomething which, without a brain, 
Fools feel, and which ev'n wiſe men cann't explain, 
Planted in man, to bind him to that earth, 65 
In deareſt ties, from whence he drew his birth. 

If Honour calls, where'er ſhe points the way 
The ſons of Honour follow and obey; 
If need compels, wherever we are ſent 
Tis want of courage not to be content; 70 
But if we have the liberty of choice, | 
And all depends on our own ſingle voice, 
To deem of ev'ry country as the ſame 
Is rank rebellion *gainſt the lawſul claim 


Of Nature, and ſuch dull indifference 77 


May be philoſophy, but cann't be ſenſe. 
F. Weak and unjuſt diſtinction, ſtrange deſign! 


Moſt peeviſh, moſt per verſe, to undermine 


Phitolophy, and throw her empire down 
By means of Senſe, from whom ſhe holds her crown, 
LY olume J. | N 


146 THE TAREWEILI. 


Divine Philoſophy! to thee we owe 91 
All that is worth poſſeſſing here below; 

Virtue and wiſdom conſecrate thy reign, 

Doubled each joy, and pain no longer pain. 

When, like a garden, where for want of toil 8; 
And wholeſome diſcipline the rich rank ſoil 
Teems with incumbrances, where all around 
Herbs noxious in their nature make the ground, 
Like the good mother of a thanklefs ſon, 

Curſe her own womb, by fruitfulnefs undone; 90 
Like fuch a garden, when the human ſou}, 
Uncultur'd, wild, impatient of control, 

Brings forth thoſe paſſions of luxuriant race, 
Which ſpread and ſtifle ev'ry herb of grace, 

Whilit Virtue, check'd by the cold hand of Scorn, 9. 
Seems with'ring on the bed where ſhe was born, 
Philoſophy ſteps in with fteady hand, 
She brings her aid, ſhe clears th' encumber'd land; 
Too virt'ous to ſpare Vice one ſtroke, too wile 

One moment to attend to Pity's cries, 100 
See with what godlike, what relentleſs, pow'r 

She roots up ev'ry weed! 

P. And ev'ry flower. 

Philoſophy, a name of meek degree, 6 
Embrac'd, in token of humility, Ic; 
By the proud ſage who whilſt he ſtrove to hide 

tn that vain artifice reveal'd his pride; 
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Philoſophy, whom Nature had deſign'd 
To purge all errours from the human mind, 
Herſelf mifled by the philoſopher, 
At once her prieſt and maler, made us err: 
Pride, pride, like leaven in a maſs of flour, 
Tainted her laws, and made ev'n virtue ſour. 
Had ſhe, content within her proper ſphere, 
Taught leſſons ſuited to the human ear, 115 
Which might fair Virtue's genuine fruits produce, 
Made not for ornament but real uſe, 
The heart of man vnrivall' ſhe had ſway'd, 
raid by the good, and by the bad obev'd; 
But when ſhe, overturning Reaſon's throne, 120 
Strove proudly in its place to plant her own; 
When ſhe with apathy the breaſt would ſteel, 
And teach us deeply feeling not to feel; 
When ſhe would wildly all her force employ 
ind; Not to correct our paſſions but deſtroy; | I25 
When not content our nature to reſtore 
joo 45 made by God, ſhe made it all new o'er, 
When with a ſtrange and criminal exceſs 
To make us more than men ſhe made us leſs, 
The good her dwindled pow'r with pity ſaw, 130 
The bad with joy, and none but fools with awe, 
xc: Truth with a ſimple and unvarnifh'd tale 
Ev'n from the mouth of N might prevail, 
Could ſhe get there; but Falſchood's ſugar'd ſtrain 
Should pour her fatal blandiſhments in vain, 1335 


N 1 
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Nor make one convert, tho' the Siren hung, 
Where ſhe too often hangs, on M 's tongue, 
Should all the Sophs whom in his courſe the ſun 
Hath feen, or paſt or preſent, riſe in one; 

Should he, whilſt pleature in each ſentence flows, 140 
Like Plato, give us poetry in proſe; 

Should he, full orator, at once impart 
Th'Athenian's genius with the Roman's art, 
Genius and art ſhould in this inſtance fail, 


Nor Rome tho' join'd with Athens here prevail. 14; 


l'is not in man, 't is not in more than man, [ 
To make me find one fault in Nature's plan. An 
Plac'd low ourſclves we cenſure thoſe above, On 
And wanting judgment think that ſhe wants love, Wi 
Blame where we ought in reaſon to commend, 150 He 
And think her moſt a foe when moſt a friend. IIR 
Such be philoſophers their ſpacious art, It 8 
Tho? Friendſhip pleads, ſhall never warp my heart, MW ft 
Ne'cr make me from this breaſt one paſſion tear It! 


Which Nature, my beſt friend, hath planted there. Ist 
F. Forgiving as a friend what whilſt l live 156 fr 


As a philoſopher | cann't forgive, If! 
In this one point at laſt I join with you, Le 
To Nature pay all that is Nature's due; Re 
But let not clouded Reaſon fink fo low | 160 Ml At 
To fancy debts ſhe does not, cannot, owe: A 


Bear, to full manhood grown, thoſe ſhackles bear | 
Which Nature meant us for a time to wear To 


I. 145 


169 


ear 
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As we wear leadingſtrings, which, uſeleſs grown, 
Are laid aſide when we can walk alone; - Ox 
But on thyſelf, by peeviſh humour ſway'd, 
Wilt thou lay burdens Nature never laid: 
Wilt thou make faults whilſt Judgment weakly errs, 
And then defend, miſtaking them for her's? 
Dar'ſt thou to ſay, in our enlighten'd age, 170 
That this grand maſter paſſion, this brave rage, 
Which flames out for thy country, was impreſt 
And fix'd by Nature in the human breaſt ! 

if you prefer the place where you was born, 
And hold all others in contempt and ſcorn 175 
On fair compariſon; if on that land 
With lib'ral and a more than equal hand 
Her gifts as in profuſion Plenty ſends; 
Il Virtue meets with more and better friends; 
If Science finds a patron 'mongit the great; 180 
If Honeſty is miniſter of tate; | 
If Pow'r, the guardian of our rights deſign'd, 
s to that great that only end confin'd; 
If riches are employ'd to bleſs the poor; 
If law 1s ſacred, liberty ſecure; | 185 
Let but theſe facts depend on ef fs weight, 
Reaſon declares thy love cann't be too grear, 
And in this light could he our country view 
Avery Hottentot mult love it too. 


But if, by Fate's decrees, you owe your birth __ 


To ſome moſt barren and penurious earth, 
| N nj 
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Where, ev'ry comfort of this life deny'd, 

Her real wants are ſcantily ſupply'd, 

Where pow'r 1s reaſon, liberty a joke, 

Laws never made, or made but to be broke; 193 
To fix thy love on ſuch a wretched ſpot, 

Becauſe in luſt's wild fever there begot, 

Becauſe, thy weight no longer fit to bear, 

By chance not choice thy mother dropt thee there, 
Is folly which admits not of defence; 200 
It cann't be nature, for it is not ſenſe. 


By the ſame argument which here you hold, 


(When Falſchood's inſolent ler Truth be bold) 

If Propagation can in torments dwell 

A devil muſt, if born there, love his hell. 205 
P. Had Fate, to whoſe decrees I lowly bend, 

And ev'n in puniſhment confeſs a friend, 

Ordain'd my birth in ſome place yet untry'd, 

On purpoſe made to mortify my pride, 

Where the ſun never gave one glimpſe of day, 210 

Where ſcience never yet could dart one ray; 

Had I been born on ſome bleak blafted plain 

Of barren Scotland in a Stewart's reign, 

Or in ſome kingdom where men, weak or worſe, 

Turn'd Nature's ev'ry bleſſing to a curſe, 215 

Where crowns of freedom, by the fathers won, 

Dropp'd leaf by leaf from each degen'rate fon, 

In ſpite of all the wiſdom you diſplay, 

All you have ſaid, and yet may have to ſay, 


195 


ere, 


200 


205 


210 
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My weakneſs here, if weakneſs, I confeſs, 

|, as my country, had not lov'd her leſs. 
Whether ſtrict reaſon bears me out in this 

Let thoſe who always ſeeking always miſs 

The ways of reaſon doubt with precious zeal; 

Theirs be the praiſe to argue, mine to feel. 

Wiſh we to trace this paſſion to the root, 

We, like a tree, may know it by its fruit; 

From its rich ſtem ten thouſand virrues ipring, 

Ten thouſand bleſſings on its branches cling ; 

Yet in the circle of revolving years 

Not one misfortune, not one vice, appears. 


Hence, then, and what you Reaſon call adore; 


This if not reaſon muſt he ſomething more. 
But (for I wiſh not others to confine, 

Be their opinions unreſtrain'd as mine) 

Whether this love's of good or evil growth, 

A vice, a virtue, or a ſpice of both, 

Let men of nicer argument decide; 

If it is virt'ous ſooth an honeſt pride 

With lib'ral praiſe; if vicious be content, 

It is a vice I never can repent, 
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233 


240 


A vice which, weigh'd in heav'n, ſhall more 5 


Than ten cold virtues in the other ſcale. 


F. This wild untemper'd zeal (which after all 


We, candour unimpeach'd, might madneſs call) 245 


ls it a virtue? that you ſcarce pretend; 
Or can it be a vice, like Virtue's friend, 
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Which draws us off from and diſſolves the force 
Of private ties, nay, ſtops us in our courſe - 

To that grand object of the human ſoul, 250 
That nobler love which comprehends the whole ! 

Coop'd in the limits of this petty iſle, 

This nook, which ſcarce deſerves a frown or ſmile 
Weigh'd with Creation, you, by whim undone, - 
Give all your thoughts to what 1s ſcarce worth one, 
The gen'rous ſoul, by Nature taught to ſoar, 246 
Her ſtrength confirm'd in philoſophick lore, 

At one grand view takes in a world with eaſe, 
And ſeeing all mankind loves all ſhe ſees. 

P. Was it moſt ſure, which yet a doubt endures, 
Not found in Reaſon's creed tho' found in your's, 201 
That theſe two ſervices, like what we're told 
And know of God's and Mammon's, cannot hold 
And draw together; that, however loath, _ 
We neither ſerve, attempting to ferve both, 205 
could not doubt a moment which to chuſe, 

And which in common reaſon to refuſe. 
Invented oft' for purpoſes of art, 
Born of the head tho? father'd on the heart, 
This grand love of the world mult be confeſt 27 
A barren ſpeculation at the beſt. 
Not one man in a thouſand, ſhould he live 
Beyond the uſual term of life, could give, 
So rare occaſion comes, and to ſo few, 
Proof whether his regards are feign'd or true. 273 
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The love we bear our country is a root 
Which never fails to bring forth golden fruit; 
is in the mind an everlaſting ſpring” 
Of glorious actions which become a king, | 
Nor leſs become a ſubject; 't is a debt 280 
Which bad men tho' they pay not cann't forget, 
A duty which the good delight to pay, 
And ev'ry man can practiſe ev'ry day. 

Nor for my life'(fo very dim my eye - 
Or dull your argument) can I deſcrj 2285 
What you with faith aſſert, how that dear love | 
Which binds me to my country can remove, 
And make me of neceflity forego, 
That gen'ral love which to the world 1 owe. 
Thoſe ties of private nature, ſmall extent, 290 
In which the mind of narrow caſt is pent, | 
Are only ſteps on which the gen'rous foul 
Mounts by degrees till ſhe includes the whole, 
That ſpring: of love which, in the human mind, 
Feunded on lelf, flows narrow and confin'd, 295 
Eniarges as it rolls, and comprehends 
The ſocial charities of blood and friends, 
Till ſmaller ſtreams included not o'erpaſt, 
t riſes to our country's love at laſt, 
And he, with lib'ral and enlarged mind, 300 
Who loves his country cannot hate mankind. 

F. Friend as you would appear to common ſenſe 
Tell me, or think no more of a defence, 
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Is it a proof of love by choice to run Te 
A vagrant from your country ? 30% Wop! 
P. Can the fan | Or, b 
(Shame, ſhame, on all ſuch ſons!) with ruthleſs cye, M ro re 
And heart more patient than the flint, ſtand by, Why, 
And by ſome rufhan from all ſhame divorc'd, Impa1 
All virtue, ſee his honour'd mother forc'd ! 310% ro fo 
Then no, by him that made me! not ev'n then, And] 
Could | with patience, by the worſt of men, Sho 
Behold my country plunder'd, beggar'd, loſt, 0 ho 
Beyond redemption, all her glories croſt, Amor 
Ev'n when occaſion made them ripe, her fame 31 me 
Fled like a dream, while ſhe awakes to ſhame. ho! 
F. Is it not more the office of a friend, u whi 
The office of a patron, to defend Who v 
Her ſinking ſtate, than baſely to decline Who h 
So great a cauſe, and in deſpair reſign ! 32} v 
P. Beyond my reach, alas! the grievance lies, o ſet 
And whilft more able patriots doubt ſhe dies. Who h 
From a foul ſource, more deep than we ſuppoie, nd or 
Fatally deep and dark, this grievance flows. hould 
* Tis not that peace our glorious hopes defeats; 32 lay E 
Tis not the voice of Faction in the ſtreets; lot { 
is not a groſs attack on freedom made; ind to 
"Tis not the arm of Privilege diſplay'd Thor 
Againſt the ſubject, whilſt ſhe wears no ſting mo ki 
To diſappoint the purpoſe of a king; 3 MW there 
Theſe are no ills, or trifles, if compar'd hen x 


With thoſe which are contriv'd tho' not declar'd, 
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Tell me, Philoſopher! is it a crime 
To pry into the ſecret womb of Time:? 
Or, born in 1gnorance, muſt we deſpair 335 
To reach events, and read the future there ? 
Why, be it ſo—ſtill 't is the right of man, 
Imparted by his Maker, where he can, 
To former times and men his eye to caſt, 
And judge of what's to come by what is paſt. 340 
Should there be found in ſome not diſtant year, 
O how I wiſh to be no prophet here!) 
among our Britiſh Lords ſhould there be found 
Some great in por, in principles unſound, 
Who look on freedom with an evil eye, 345 
n whom the ſprings of loyalty are dry; 
Who wiſh to ſoar on wild Ambition's wings, 
Who hate the Commons, and who love not Kings; 
ho would divide the people and the throne, 


310 


85 o ſet up ſep' rate int'reſts of their own; 350 
ho hate whatever aids their wholeſome growth, 
e, nd only join with to deſtroy them both; 
ould there be found ſuch men in aftertimes, 
3 hy Heav'n, in mercy to our grievous crimes, 


lot fome milder vengeance, nor to them 355 
ind to their rage this wretched land condemn. 
Thou God above! on whom all ſtates depend, 

ho knoweſt from the firſt their riſe and end, 
there's a day mark'd in the Book of Fate 


\nen ruin muſt involve our equal ſtate, 36 
lar'd. | 
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When law, alas! muſt be no more, and we, 
To freedom born, muſt be no longer free, 
Let not a mob of tyrants ſeize the helm, 
Nor titled upſtarts league to rob the realm; 
Let not, whatever other ills aſſail, 

A damned ariſtocracy prevail: 

If, all too ſhort, our courſe of freedom run, 
Tis thy good pleaſure we ſhould be undone, 
Let us, ſome comfort in our griefs to bring, 


Be ſlaves to one, and be that one a king. 37 


F. Poets, accuſton.'d by their trade to feign, 
Olt' ſubſtitute creations of the brain 
For real ſubſtance, and, themſelves deceiv'd, 
Would have the fiction by mankind believ'd. 
Such is your caſe ut grant, to ſooth your pride, 3 
That you know more than all the world beſide, 
Why deal in hints, why make a moment's doubt! 
Reſolv'd, and like a man, at once ſpeak out; 
Shew us our danger, tell us where it lies, 
And to enſure our ſafety make us wile. 3 

P. Rather than hear the pain of thought fools ſtra 
The proud will rather loſe than aſk their way: 
To men of ſenſe what needs it to unfold, 
And tell a tale which they muſt know untold ? 
In the bad int'reſt warps the canker'd heart, 
Ihe good are hoodwink'd by the tricks of art; 
And whilſt arch ſubtle hypocrites contrive 
To keep the flames of diſcontent alive, 
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Wiulſt they, with arts to honeſt, men unknown, 
Breed doubts betweenthe people and the throne, 390 
Making us fear where reafon never yet 
Allow'd one fear or could one doubt admit, 
Themſelves paſs unſuſpected in diſguiſe, | 
And *gainſt our real danger ſeal our eyes. 394 
F. Mark them, and let their names recorded ſtand 
On Shame's black roll, and ſtink thro? all the land. 

P. That might ſome courage but no prudence be, 
No hurt to them, and jeopardy to me. 

F. Leave out their names. 

P. For that kind caution thanks; 145 400 
But may not judges ſometimes fill up blanks ? | 
F. Your country's lauvs in doubt then you reject, 


le, z P. The laws | love, the lawyers I ſuſpect. 
8 p \mongft Twelve Judges may not one be found 
übte On bare, bare poſſibility I ground my 4065 


his wholeſome donbt) who may enlarge, retrench, 
renate and uncreate, and from the bench 

Vith winks, ſmiles, nods, and ſuch like paltry arts, 
lay work and worm into a jury's hearts? 

r baffled there may, turbulent of ſoul, 410 


? ramp their high efkce, and their rights control, 
ag 8 
42 ho may, tho! judge, turn advocate at large, 
1 4 1 | . ; 
0 1 deal replies out by the way of charge, 
10 laking Interpretation all the way, 


i ſpite of ſacts, his wicked will obey, 415 
Volume 785 O 
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* And, leaving law without the leaſt defence, 7 
„ May damn his conſcience to approve his ſenſe ? Free 

| » F. Whilſt the true guardians of this charter'd land Put 

P h In full and perfect vigour, juries, ſtand, | One 

i pf! A judge in vain ſhall awe, cajole, perplex. 420 P 
1 P. Suppoſe I ſhould be try'd in Middleſex ? Wei 

1 "Fr F. To pack a jury they will never dare. Neit 

q 1 P. There 's no occaſion to pack juries there, You 

1 F. Gainſt prejudice all arguments are weak; Indi; 

p | Reaſon herſelf without effect muſt ſpeak. 42; Pro 

i Fly then thy country, like a coward fly, Nati 

* Renounce her int'reſt, and her laws defy. Alik 
1 % But why, bewitch'd, to India turn thy eyes? Nab 
| 1 Cannot our Europe thy vaſt wrath ſuffice ? Deſe 
| m 1 Cannot thy miſbegotten Muſe lay bare 430M 4nd 
1 Her brawny arm and play the butcher there? As at 
f 1 : P. Thy counſel taken what ſhould Satire do? F. 
11 | Where could ſhe find an object that is new? Cou! 
N | 'T hoſe travell'd youths whom tender mothers wean, ¶ Mak 
And ſend abroad to ſee and to be ſeen, 435M [is 

With whom, leſt they ſhould fornicate or worſe, How 

A tutor 's ſent by way of a dry nurſe, Beca 

Each of whom juſt enough of ſpirit bears Wou 

o ſhew our follies and to bring home theirs, P. 

Have made all Europe's vices ſo well known 44% And 

They ſeem almoſt as nat'ral as our own. It th 

F. Will India for thy purpoſe better do? Ton 

P. In one reſpect at leaſt—there's ſomething new (ind 
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F. A harmleſs people, in whom Nature ſpeaks - | 
Free and untainted, mongſt whom Satire ſeeks, 445 
gut vainly ſeeks, ſo ſimply plain their hearts, 

One boſom where to lodge her poiſon'd darts. 

P. From knowledge ſpeak you this, or, douht on 
Weigh'd and reſolv'd, hath reaſon found it out? doubt 
Neither from knowledge nor by reaſon taught, 450 
Vou have faith ev'ry where but where you ought. 
India or Europe What 's there in a name? 
Propenſity to vice in both the ſame, 

Nature alike in both works for man's good, | 

like in both by man himſelf withſtood. 435 
Nabobs as well as thoſe who hunt them down -  -'/ 
Deſerve a cord much better than a eroõẽwn, 
And 2 Mogul can thrones as much debaſe 112 
As any poliſh'd prince of Chriſtian race. 

F. Could you, a taſk more hard than you ee 
Could you, in ridicule, whilſt Satire glows, 461 


Make ell their follies to the life appear 
bis ten to one you gain no credit hermme 
Howe' er welldrawn, the picture after all, 

Becauſe we know not the original, 43565 


Would not find favour in the publick eye. | 

>, That, having your good leave, I mean to try; 
And if your obſervations ſterling hold. . 
the piece ſhould be heavy, tame, and cold, 


and meaning nothing ſomething ſeem to mean, 
05 


To make it to the fide of Nature lean, 420 
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To make the whole in lively colours glow, 
'To bring before us ſomething that we know, 
And from all honeſt men applauſe to win, 
Il group the company and put them in. 475 

F. Be that ungenꝰ rous thought by ſhame ſuppreſs'd, 
Add not diſtreſs to thoſe too nuch diſtreſ#d. 
Have they not, by blind Zeal miſled, laid bare 
Thoſe fores which never might endure the air? 
Have they not brought their myſteries fo low 480 
That what the wiſe ſuſpected not fools know ? 
From their firft rife ev'n to the preſent hour 
Have they not prov'd their own abufe of pow'r, 
Made it impoſſible, if fairly view'd, 4 
Ever to have that dang'rous pow'r renew'd, 435 
Whilſt unſeduc'd by miniſters, the throne 
Regards our intereſt and knows its own ? | 

P. Should ev'ry other fubje& chance to fail 
Thoſe who have faiFd and thoſe who wiſh'd to ſail 
In the laſt fleet afford an ample field, 499 
Which muſt beyond my hopes a harveſt yie} 
F. On ſuch vile food Satire can never thrive. 
P. She cannot ſtarve if there was only Clive. 29; 


* It mould ſeem as if Satire had an inclination to make 1 T 
ſubſtantial meal or two upon this rich eaſtern n and fur: 8 
ceeded, for we hear no more of Clive, 14 Wh 
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Fnoucn of Actors let them play the play'r, 
And, free from cenſure, fret, ſweat, ſtrut, and ſtare. 
Garrick abroad, what motives can engage 

To waſte one couplet on a barren ſtage? . 
Ungrateful Garrick! when thele taſty days, 5 
In juſtice to themſelves, allow'd thee praiſe; 

When, at thy bidding, Senſe for twenty years 
Indulg'd in laughter or diſſolv'd in tears; 

When, in return for labour, time, and health, 
The Town had giv'n ſome little ſhare of wealth, 1© 
Couldſt thou repine at being ſtill a ſlave? . 

Dar'ſt thou preſume t' enjoy that wealth ſhe gave! 5 
Couldſt thou repine at laws ordain'd by thoſe 
Whom nothing but thy merit made thy foes? 
Whom, too refin'd for honeſty and trade, 15 
By need made tradeſmen, pride had bankrupts made, 
Whom fear made drunkards, and, by modern rules, 


Whom drink made wits, tho' Nature made them fools; 


With ſuch, beyond all parden is thy crime, 
In ſuch a manner, and at ſuch a time, 20 
To quit the ſtage; but men of real ſenſe, 
Who neither lightly give nor take offence, 
Shall own thee clear, or paſs an act of grace, 
Since thou haſt left a Powell in thy place. 
O 11 
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Enough of Authors—why when ſcribblers fail 
Muſt other ſcribblers ſpread the hateful tale? 26 
Why muſt they pity, why contempt expreſs, 

And why infult a brother in diftrefs ? 

Let thoſe who boaſt th' uncommon gift of brains 
The laurebpluck, and wear it for their pains; 30 
Freſh on their brows for ages let it bloom, 

And ages paſt ſtill louriſh round their tomb. 

Let thoſe who without genius write and write, 
Verſemen or proſemen, all in Nature's ſpite, 


The pen laid down their courſe of folly run 454 


In peace; unread, unmention'd, be undone. 

Why ſhould I tell, to croſs the will of Fate, 

That Francis onee endeavour'd to tranſlate? 

Why, ſweet oblivion winding round his head, 
Should I recall poor Murphy from the dead ? 40 
Why may not Langhorne, ſimple in his lay, 
Effuſion on Effuſion pour away, 

With Friendſhip and with Fancy trifle here, 

Or ſleepin Paſtoral at Belvidere ? 

Sleep let them all with Dulneſs on her throne, 4; 
Secure from any malice but their own. 

Enough of Criticks— let them, if they pleaſe, 
Fond of new pomp, each month paſs new decrees; 
Wide and extenſive be their infant ſtate, 

Their ſubjects many, and thoſe ſubjects great, 50 
Whilſt all their mandates as ſound law ſucceed 
With fools who write and greater fools who read. 
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What tho” they lay the realms of Genius waſte, 

Fetter the faney and debauch the taſte: | 

Tho” they, like doctors, to approve their ſkill, --55 

Conſult not how to cure but how to kill; | 

Tho' by whim, envy, or reſentment, led, 

They damn thoſe authors whom they never read; 

Tho', other rules unknown, one rule they hold, 

To deal ont ſo much praiſe for ſo much gold; 60 

Tho? Scot with Scot, in damned cloſe intrigues, 

Againſt the commonwleath of letters leagues ? + 

Uncenſur'd let them pilot at the helm, | 

And rule in letters as they rul'd the realm: 

Ours be the curſe, the mean tame coward's curſe, 65 

(Nor could ingenious Malice make a worſe, 

To do our ſenſe and honour deep deſpite) 

To credit what they ſay, read what they write. 
Enough of Scotland — let her reſt in peace; 

The cauſe remov'd effects of courſe ſhould ceaſe. 70 

Why ſhould f tell how Tweed, too mighty grown, 

And proudly fwell'd with waters not his own, 

Burſt o'er his banks; and, by Deſtruction led, 

O'er our faint England deſolation ſpread, 

Whilſt riding on his waves Ambition, plum'd 75 

In tenfold pride, the port of Bute aſſum'd, 

Now that the river-god, convinc'd, tho' late, 

And yielding, tho' reluctantly, to Fate, 

Holds his fair courſe, and with more humble tides 

In tribute to the ſea as uſual glides? 80 
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Enough of States and ſuch like trifling things; 
Enough of kinglings and enough of kings; 
Henceforth, ſecure, let ambuſh'd ſtateſmen lie, 
Spread the court web and catch the patriot fly; 
Henceſorth, unwhipt of Juſtice, uncontroll'd 85 
By fear or ſname, let Vice, ſecure and bold, 

Lord it with all her ſons, whilſt Virtue's groan 
Meets with compaſſion only from the throne. 

Enough of Patriots —all | aſk of man 

Is only to be honeſt as he can: | 90 


Some have deceiv'd, and ſome may ain deceive; ; 


Tis the fool's curſe at random to believe. 
Would thoſe who, by opinion plac'd on high, 
Stand fair and perfect in their country's eye 
Maintain that honour, let me in their ear 95 
Hint this eſſential dotrine—Perſevere. 
Should they, (which Heav'n forbid!) to win the grace 
Of ſome proud courtier, or to gain a place, 
Their king and country ſell, with endleſs ſname 
Th avenging Muſe ſhall mark each trait'rous name; 
But if, to honour true, they ſcorn to bend, 101 
And. proudly honeſt, hold out to the end, 
Their gratcful country ſhall their ſame record, 
And i myſelf defcend to praiſe a lord. 

Enough of Wilkes with good and honeſt men jeg 
His actions ſpeak much ſtronger than my pen, 
And future ages ſhall his name adore 
When he can act and I can write no more. 
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THE CANDIDATE. 165 
England may prove ungrateful and unjuſt, 
But foſt'ring France ſhall ne'er betray her truſt; 110 
Tis a brave debt which gods on man impoſe, 
To pay with praiſe the merit ev'n of foes. 
When the great warriour of Amilcar's race 
Made Rome's wide empire tremble to her baſe, 
To prove her virtue, tho' it gall'd her pride, 115 


Rome gave that fame which Carthage had deny d. 


Enough of Self—that darling luſcious theme, 
O'er which philoſophers in raptures dream, 
Of which with ſeeming diſregard they write, 
Then prizing moſt when moſt they ſeem to flight; 
Vain proof of folly tinctur'd firong with pride! 121 
What man can from himſelf himſelf divide? | 
For me, (nor dare I lie) my leading aim | 
(Conſcience firſt ſatisfy'd) is love of fame; 
Sms little fame, deriv'd from ſome brave few, 125 
Who prizing Honour prize her vot'ries tos. 8 
Let all. (nor fhal! refentment fluſh my cheek) ) 
Who know me well what they know freely ſpeak, 
So thoſe (the greateft curſe l meet below) 


Who know me not may not pretend to know. 130 


= none of thoſe whom, bleſs'd with parts above 
My feeble genius, ſtill I dare to love, 

Doing more miſchief than a thouſand foes, 

Poſthumous nonſenſe to the world expoſe, 

And call it mine; for mine, tho' never known, 135 

Or which, if mine, I living bluſh'd to own. 
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Know all the world no greedy heir ſhall find, 

Die when | will, one couplet left behind. | 

Let none of thoſe whom [ deſpiſe tho? great, 

Pretending friendſhip to give malice weight, 140 

Publiſh my liſe; let no falſe ſneaking peer, 

(Some ſuch there are) to win the publick ear, 

Hand me to ſhame with ſome vile anecdote, 

Nor ſonl-gall'd biſnop damn me with a note. 

Let one poor ſprig of bay around my head 145 

Bloom whilſt | ive, and point me out when dead; 

Let it (may Heav'n, induigent, grant that pray'r!) 

Be planted on my grave, nor wither there; 

Ard when, on travel bound, ſome rhyming gueſt 

Roams thro' the churchyardwhilſt his dinner 's dreſt, 

Let it hold up this comment to his eyes, 151 

Life to the laſt enjoy'd, Here Churchill lies; 

Whilſt (O! what joy that pleaſing flatt'ry gives!) 

Reading my Works, he cries—Here Churchill lives, 
Enough of Satire—in leſs harden'd times 155 

Great was her force, and mighty were her rhymes, 

I*ave read of men beyond man's daring brave, 

Who yet have trembled at the ftrokes ſhe gave, 

Whoſe ſouls have felt more terrible alarms 

From her one line than from a world in arms: 160 

When in her faithful and immortal page 

They ſaw tranſmitted down from age to age 

Recorded villains, and each ſpotted name 

Branded with marks cf everlaſting ſhame, 
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Succeeding villains ſought her as a friend, 165 
And if not really mended feign'd to mend: 
But in an age when actions are allow'd 
Which ſtrike all honour dead, and crimes avow'd 
Too terrible to ſuffer the report, £ 
Avow'd and prais'd by men who ſtain a court, 170 
Propp'd by the arm of Pow'r; when Vice, high-born, 
High-bred, high-ſtation'd, holds rebuke in ſcorn; 
When ſhe 1s loſt to ev'ry thought of fame, 
And to all virtue dead is dead to ſhame; 
When Prudence a much eaſier taſk muſt hold 175 
To make a new world than reform the old, 
Satire throws by her arrows on the ground, 
And if ſhe cannot cure ſhe will not wound. 

Come, Panegyrick !- tho' the Muſe diſdains, 


Founded on truth, to proſtitute her ſtrains 180 


At the baſe inſtance of thoſe men who hold 

No argument but pow'r, no god but gold, 

Yet, mindful that from heav'n ſhe drew her birth, 

She ſcorns the narrow maxims of this earth, 

Virt'ous herſelf brings Virtue forth to view, 185 

And loves to praiſe where praiſe is juſtly due. 
Come, Panegyrick!—in a former hour, 

My ſoul with pleaſure yielding to thy pow'r, 

Thy ſhrine 1 ſought, I pray'd but wanton air 

Before it reach'd thy ears diſpers'd my pray'r; 190 

Ev'n at thy altars whilſt I took my ſtand, 

The pen of truth and honour in my hand, 
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Fate, meditating wrath gainſt me and mine, 
Chid my fond zeal and thwarted my deſign, 
Whilſt, Hayter brought too quickly to his end, 19; 
I loft a ſubject and mankind a friend. 
Come, Panegyrick !—bending at thy throne 
Thee and thy pow'r my ſoul is proud to o nn; 
Be thou my kind protector, thou my guide, 
And lead me ſafe thro' paſſes yet untry'd, 200 
Broad is the road nor difficult to find 
Which to the houſe of Satire leads mankind; 
Narrow and unfrequented are the ways, | 
Scarce found out in an age, which lead to praiſe, 
What tho' no theme I chuſe of vulgar note, 2c: 
Nor wiſh to write as brother bards have wrote, 
So mild, ſo meek in praiſing, that they ſeem 
Afraid to wake their patrens ſrom a dream ? 
What tho”a theme | chuſe which might demand 
The niceſt touches of a maſter's hand? 210 
Yet if the inward workings of my foul 
Deceive me not I ſhall attain the goal, 
And Envy ſhall behold, in triumph rais'd, 
The poet praiſing and the patron prais'd. 
What patron ſhall | chuſe ! ſhall publick voice 215 
Or private knowledge influence my choice ? 
Shall I prefer the grand retreat of Stowe, 
Or, ſeeking patriots, to Friend Wildman's co ? 
To Wildman's “'' cry'd Diſcretion, (whohadheard, 
Cloſe ſtanding at my clbow, ev'ry word) 220 


THE CANDIDATE. 169 


© To Wildman's! art thou mad? canſt thou be ſure 
One moment there to have thy head ſecure? 
Are they not all (let Obſervation tell) 

All mark'd in characters as black as hell, 

In Doomſday book by miniſters ſet down, 

Who ſtyle their pride the honour of the crown ? 
Make no reply—let reaſon ſtand aloof — 
Preſumptions here muſt paſs as ſolemn proof. 
That ſettled faith, that love which ever ſprings 
In the beſt ſubjects for the beſt of kings, 230 
Muſt not be meaſur'd now by what men think, 
Or ſay, or do---by what they eat and drink; 
Where and with whom, that queſtion's to be try'd, 
2 And ſtateſmen are the judges to decide; 

No juries call'd, or, if call'd, kept in awe; 235 
They, facts confeſs'd, in themſelves veſt the law. 
Each diſh at Wildman's of ſedition ſmacks; 
Blaſphemy may be goſpel at Almack's.” 

Peace, good Diſcretion ! peace---thy fears are vain; 
Ne'er will Iherd with Wildman's factious train, 240 
Never the vengeance of the great incur, 
Nor without might againſt the mighty ſtir. 
If from long proof my temper you diſtruſt, 
Weiph my profeſſion, to my gown be juſt ; 
Doſt thou one parſon know ſo void of grace 
To pay his court to patrons out of place? 

If ſtill you doubt, (tho' ſcarce-a doubt remains) 


Search thro' my alter'd heart and try my reins; 
Volume J. P 
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There ſcarching find, nor deem me now'in n ſport, 

A convert made by Sandwich to the court. 259 

Let madmen follow errour to the end, | 

Jof miſtakes convinc'd, and proud to mend, 

Strive to act better being better taught, 

Nor bluſh to own that change which reaſon wrought: 

For ſuch a change as this muſt Juſtice ſpeak; 2355 

My heart was honeſt, but my head was weak. 
Bigot to no one man or ſet of men, 

Without one ſelfiſh view I drew my pen; 

My couutry aſk'd or ſeem'd to aſk my aid, 

Obedient to that call I left off trade; 260 

A ſide I choſe, and on that ſide was ſtrong, | 

Till time hath fairly prov'd me in the wrong: 

Convinc'd | chang'd, (can any man do more ? 

And have not greater patriots chang'd before?) 

Chang'd, I at once (can any man do leſs ?) 265 

Without a ſingle bluſh that change confeſs; 

Confeſs it with a manly kind of pride, 

And quit the loſing for the winning ſide, 

Granting, whilſt virt'ous Sandwich holds the rein, 

What Bute for ages might have ſought in vain. 270 
Hail, Sandwich !-—-nor ſhall Wilkes reſentment 


Hearing the praiſes of ſo brave a foe— ſhow, 
Hail, Sandwich! ---nor, thro' pride, ſhalt thou refuſe 
The grateful tribute of ſo mean a Muſe— 274 


Sandwich! all hail---when Bute with foreign hand, 
Grown wanton with ambition, ſcourg'd the land; 


rt, 
230 


ught: 


255 


260 


rein, 
n. 470 


ntment 
ſhow, 
u refuſe 
274 


1 hand, 
land; 


THE CANDIDATE. 171 


When Scots or ſlaves to Scotſmen ſtcer'd the helm, 
When peace, inglorious peace! diſgrac'd the realm, 
Diltruſt and gen'ral diſcontent prevail'd; 

Put when (he beſt knows why) his ſpirits fail'd, 280 
When with a ſudden panick ſtruck he fled, 

Sneak'd out of pow'r, and hid his recreant head; 
When, like a Mars, (fear order'd to retreat) 

We ſaw thee nimbly vault into his ſeat, , 

Into the ſeat of pow'r, at one bold leap, 285 
A perfect connoiſſeur in ſtateſmanſhip; 

When, like another Machiavel, we ſaw 

Thy fingers twiſting and untwilting law, 

straining where godlike Reaſon bad, and where 

She warranted thy mercy pleas'd to ſpare; 290 
daw thee reſolv'd, and fix d (come what come might) 
To do thy God, thy king, thy country, right, 

All things were chang'd, ſuſpenſe remain'd no more, 
Certainty reign'd where doubt had reign'd before; 


All telt thy virtues, and all knew their uſe, 295 


What virtues ſuch as thine muſt needs produce. 
Thy foes, (for honour ever meets with foes) 
Too mean to praiſe, too fearful to oppoſe, 
In ſullen ſilence ſit; thy friends (ſome few, 
Who friends to thee are friends to honour too) 300 
Maud thy brave bearing, and the Commonweal 
Expects her ſaſety from thy ſtubborn zeal. 
A place amongſt the reſt the Muſes claim, 
and bring this freewill off ring to thy fame, 
P ij 
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To prove their virtue make thy virtues known, 30g 
And holding up thy fame ſecure their own. 

From his youth upwards to the preſent day, 
Whenvicesmorethan years have mark'd him gray; 
When riotous Exceſs with waſteful hand 
Shakes life's frail glaſs and haſtes each ebbing ſand, 
Unmindful from what ſtock he drew his birth, 311 
Untainted with one deed of real worth, 

Lothario, holding honour at no price, 

Folly to folly added, vice to vice, 

Wrovght ſin with greedineſs, and ſought for ſhame 
With greater zeal than good men feek for fame. 416 

Where (reaſon left without the leaſt defence) 

Laughter was mirth, obſcenity was ſenſe, 

Where Impudence made Decency ſubmit, 

Where noiſe was humour, and where whim was wit, 
Where rude untemper'd licenſe had the merit 321 
Of liberty, and lunacy was ſpirit, 

Where the beſt things were ever held the worſt, 
Lothario was, with juſtice, always firſt, 

To whip a top, to knuckle down at taw, 325 


To ſwing upon a gate, to ride a ſtraw, 


To play at puſhpin with dull brother peers, 

To belch out catches in a porter's ears, 

To reign the monarch of a midnight cell, 

Co be the gaping chairman's oracle, 330 


Whilſt in moſt bleſſed union rogue and whore 


Clap hands, huzza, and hiccup out encore, 


330 
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Whilſt gray Authority, who ſlumbers there 

In robes of watchmens' fur, gives up his chair; 

With midnight howlto bay th' affrighted moon, 335 

To walk with torches thro' the ſtreets at noon, 

To force plain Nature from her uſual way, 

Lach night a vigil and a blank each day; 

To match for ſpeed one feather 'painſt another, 

To make one leg run races with his brother; 340 

'Cainſt all the reſt to take the northern wind, 

Bute to ride firſt, and he to ride behind; 

To coin newfangled wagers and to lay 'em, 

Laying to loſe, and loſing not to pay 'em, 

Lothario, on that ſtock which Nature gives, 345 

Without a rival ſtands tho' March yet lives. 
When Folly, (at that name, in daty bound, 

Let ſubject myriads kneel and kiſs the ground, 

Whilſt they who in the preſence upright ſtand | 

Are held as rebels thro' the loyal land) 350 

Queen ev'ry where, but moſt a queen in courts, 

Sent forth her heralds and proclaim'd her ſportss 

Bad fool with fool on her behalf engage, 

And prove her right to reign from age to age, 

Lothario, great above the common ſize, 355 

With all engag'd, and won from all the prize; 

Her cap he wears, which from his youth he wore, 

And ev'ry day deſerves it more and more. : 
Nor in ſuch limits reſts his ſoul confin'd ; - 

Folly may ſhare but cann't engroſs his mind; 360 

| P 1 
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Vice, bold ſubſtantial Vice, puts in her claim, 
And ſtamps him perfect in the books of ſhame, 
Obſerve his follies well, and you would ſwear 
Folly had been his firſt his only care; 
Obſerve his vices, you'll that oath diſown, 365 
And ſwear that he was born for vice alone. 
Is the ſoft nature of ſome hapleſs maid, 

Fond, eaſy, full of faith, to be betray'd ? 

Muſt ſhe, to virtue loſt, be loſt to fame, 369 
And he who wrought her guilt declare her ſhame? 
Is ſome brave friend who, men but little known, 
Deems ev'ry heart as honeſt as his own, 

And, free himſelf, in others fears no guile, 

To be enſnar'd and ruin'd with a ſmile ? 

Is Law to be perverted from her courſe ? 375 
Is abje& Fraud to league with brutal Force? 

Is Freedom to be cruſh'd, and ev'ry fon 

Who dares maintain her cauſe to be undone? 

Is baſe Corruption, creeping thro' the land, 

To plan and work her ruin underhand 380 
With regular approaches, ſure tho' ſlow ? 

Or muſt ſhe-periſh by a ſingle blow? 

Are kings (who truſt to ſervants, and depend 

In ſervants (fond, vain thought!) to finda friend) 
To be abus'd, and made to draw their breath 383 
In darkneſs thicker than the ſhades of death? 

Is God's moſt holy name to be profan'd, 
His word rejected and his laws arraign'd, 


36s 


375 


380 


nd) 
385 


THE CANDIDATE, 175 


His ſervants ſcorn'd as men who idly dream'd, 
His ſervice laugh'd at and his Son blaſphem'd? 390 
Are debauchees in morals to preſide ? 
Is Faith to take an Atheiſt for her guide ? 
Is Science by a blockhead to be led? 
Are ſtates to totter on a drunkard's head? 
To anſwer all theſe purpoſes and more, 395 
More black than ever villain plann'd before, 
Search earth, ſearch hell, the devil cannot find 
An agent like Lothario to his mind. 

Is this nobility which, ſprung from kings, 
Was meant toſwell the pow'r from whence it ſprings, 
s this the glorious produce, this the fruit, 401 
Which Nature hop'd for from fo rich a root ? 
Were there but two, (ſearch all the world around) 
Were there but two ſuch nobles to be found, 
The very name would ſink into a term 405 
Of ſcorn, and man would rather be a worm 
Than be a lord: but Nature, full of grace, 
Nor meaning birth and titles to be baſe, 

iade only one, and, having made him, ſwore, 
In mercy to mankind, to make no more: 410 
Nor ſtopp'd ſhe there, but, like a gen'rous friend, 
The ills which errour caus'd ſhe ſtrove to mend, 
And having brought Lothario forth to view 
To fave her credit brought forth Sandwich too. 
Gods! with what joy, what honeſt joy of heart, 

Blunt as J am, and void of ev'ry art, 416 
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Of ev'ry art which great ones in the ſtate 

Practiſe on knaves they fear and fools they hate, 

To titles with reluctance taught to bend, 

Nor prone to think that virtues can deſcend, 420 

Do I behold (a ſight, alas! more rare 

Than Honeſty could wiſh) the noble wear 

His father's honours, when his life makes known 

They 're his by virtue not by birth alone! 

When he recalls his father from the grave 425 

And pays with int'reſt back that fame he gave, 
Cur'd of her ſplenetick and ſullen fits 

To ſuch a peer my willing ſoul ſubmits, 

And to ſuch virtue is more proud to yield 

Than 'gainſt ten titled rogues to keep the field. 4:0 Ml No 


Such, (for that truth ev'n Envy ſhall allow) rn 
Such Wyndham was, and ſuch is Sandwich now. An 
O, gentle Montague! in bleſſed hour VI 
Didſt thou ſtart up and climb the ſtairs of pow'r; No 
Fngland of all her fears at once was eas'd, 435 801 
Nor ' mongſt her many foes was one diſpleas'd: An 
France heard the news and told it Couſin Spain, Ro 
Spain heard, and told it Couſin France again; A 
The Hollander relinquiſh'd his deſign | At 
Of adding ſpice to ſpice and mine to mine; 440 B VV 
Of Indian villanies he thought no more, 
Content to rob us on our native ſhore: _ Pc 


Aw'd by thy fame, (which winds with open mouth V 
Shall blow irom eaſt to weſt, from north to ſouth) A 
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The woltanh world ſhall yield us her increaſe, 24 5 
And her wild ſons be foften'd into peace; | 

Rich eaſtern monarchs ſhall exhauſt their ſtores, 
And pour unbounded wealth on Albion's ſhores; © 
Unbounded wealth, which from thoſe golden ſcenes, 


And all acquir'd by honourable means, 450 


Some honourable chief ſhall hither ſteer, 

To pay our debts and ſet the nation clear. 
Nabobs themſelves, allur'd' by thy renown, 

Shall pay due homage to the Engliſh crown, 


Shall freely as their king our king receive 45 4 


Provided the Directors give them leave. 

Union at home ſhall mark each riſing year, 
Nor taxes be complain'd of tho? ſevere, 160 
Envy her own deſtroyer ſhall become, 


And Faction with her thouſand mouths be dumb: 


Vith the meek man thy meekneſs ſhall prevail, 461 
Nor with the ſpirited thy ſpirit fail; 
Some to thy ſoree of reaſon ſhall ſubmit, 
and ſome be converts to thy princely wit: 


Rev'rence for thee ſhall ſtill a nation's cries, 465 


A grand concurrence crown/a grand exciſe; 

And unbelievers of the firſt degree, 

Who have no faith in God, have faith in thee. 
When a ſtrange jumble, whimfical and van, 

Poſſeſs'd the region of each heated brain; 470 

When fome were fools to cenſure, ſome to praiſe, 

And all were mad, but mad in diff rent ways; 
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When commonwealthſmen, ſtarting at the ſhade 

Which in their own wild fancy had been made, 

Of tyrants dream'd-who wore a thorny crown, 475 

And with ſtate bloodhounds hunted Freedom down; 

When others, ſtruck with fancies not leſs vain, 

Saw mighty kings by their own ſubjects ſlain, 

And in each friend of liberty and law, | 

With horrour big, a future Cromwell ſaw, 480 

Thy manly zeal ſtept forth, bad diſcord ceaſe, 

And ſung each jarring atom into peace: 

Liberty, cheer'd by thy all-cheering eye, 

Shall, waking from her trance, live and not die; 

And, patronis'd by thee, Prerogative 485 

Shall, ſtriding forth at large, not die but live; 

Whilſt Privilege, hung betwixt earth and ſky, 

Shall not well know whether to live or die- 
M'hen on a rock which overhung the flood, 

And ſeem'd to totter, Commerce ſhiv' ring ſtood; 490 

When Credit, building on a ſandy, ſnore, 

Saw the ſea ſwell and heard the tempeſt roar, 

Heard death in ev'ry blaſt, and in each wave 

Or ſaw or fancy'd that ſhe ſaw her grave; | 

When Property, transferr'd from hand to hand, 495 

Weaken'd by change, crawl'd ſickly thro' the land; 

When mutual confidence was at an end, 

And man no longer could on man depend, 

Oppreſs'd with debts of more than common weight, 

When all men fear'd a bankruptcy of ſtate; Sco 
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When, certain death to honourand to trade, 

A ſponge was talk'd of as our only aid; OV 
That to be ſav'd we muſt be more undone, | 
And pay off all our debts by paying none, 


Like England's better genius, born to bleſs, © 305 


And ſnatch his ſinking country from diſtreſs,” 
Didſt thou ſtep forth, and without fail or oar 
Pilot the ſhatter'd veſſel ſafe to ſhore; 

Nor ſhalt thou quit till, anchor'd firm and faſt, 


She rides ſecure, and mocks the threat'ning blaſt. 5 10 


Born in thy houſe, and in thy ſervice bred, 
Nurs'd in thy arms, and at thy table fed, 
By thy ſage counſels to reflection brought, 


Yet more by pattern than by precept taught, 


Economy her needful aid ſhall join Es. + 
To forward and complete thy grand deſign, 

And warm to ſave, but yet with ſpirit warm, 

Shall her own conduct from thy conduct form. 

Let friends of prodigals ſay what they will, 
Spendthrifts at home abroadare «Ou pn ſtill. 51 20 
ln vain have fly and ſubtle ſophiſts try'd 

Private from publick juſtice to divide; 

For credit on each other they rely, 

They live together, and together die. 

Gainſt all experience 't is a rank offence, x5 
High treaſon in the eye of common ſenſe, | 
To think a ſtateſman ever can be known 

To pay our debts who will not pay his own; 
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But now, tho' late, now may we hope to fee , 
Our debts diſcharg'd, our credit fair and free, 520M An 
Since rigid Honeſty (fair fall that hour!) | By 
Sits at the helm, and Sandwich is in pow'r. An 
With what delight I view thee, wondrous man! W 
With what delight ſurvey thy ſterling plan, Cl 
That plan which all with wonder muſt behold, 335 W Re 
And ſtamp thy age the only Age of Gold! 2 2 


Nor reſt thy triumphs here That Diſcord fled, T. 
And ſought with grief the hell where ſhe was bred; W 
That Faction, 'gainſt her nature forc'd to yield, Ti 
Saw her rude rabble ſcatter'd o'er the field, 340 WY 
Saw her beſt friends a ſtanding jeſt become, 

Her fools tura'd ſpeakers and her wits ſtruck dumb; W 


That our moſt bitter foes (fo much depends * 
On men of name) are turn'd to cordial friends; 8.5 
That our offended friends (ſuch terrour flows 545M 1 
From men of name) dare not appear our foes; V 
That Credit, gaſping in the jaws of Death, * 
And ready to expire with ev'ry breath, V 


Grows ſtronger from diſeaſe; that thou haſt ſav'd 
Thy drooping country; that thy name, engrav'd 5 5c 
On plates of braſs, defies the rage of time, 
Than plates of braſs more firm; that ſacred rhyme 
Lmbalms thy mem'ry, bids thy glories live, 
And gives thee what the Muſe alone can give; 
Theſe heights of virtue, theſe rewards of fame, 55 
Vith thee in common other patriots claim. 
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But that poor ſickly Science, who had laid 
520 And droop'd for years beneath Neglect's cold ſhade, 
By thoſe who knew her purpoſely forgot, 
And made the jeſt of thoſe who knew her not, $60 
n! Whilſt Ignorance in pow'r, and pamper'd Pride, 
Clad like a prieſt, paſs'd by on t' other fide, 
d, 335 Recover'd from her wretched ſtate, at length 
Puts on new health and clothes herſelf with ſtrength, 


I fled, MW To thee we owe and to thy friendly hand, 565 
bred; Which rais'd and gave her to poſſeſs the land: 
Id, This praiſe, tho' in a court and near a throne, 


340 This praiſe, is thine, and thine, alas! alone. 
With what fond rapture did the goddeſs ſmile, 


dumb; W What bleſſings did ſhe promiſe to this iſle, 470 
What honour to herſelf and length of reign, 
s; Soon as ſhe heard that thou didſt not diſdain 


3 545 To be her ſteward! but what grief, what ſhame, 
4 What rage, what diſappointment, ſhook her frame 
When her proud children dar'd her will 3 575 
When youth was inſolent and age was mute! 

That young men ſhould be tools, and ſome wild ſew 
To wiſdom deaf be deaf to int'reſt too, 
Mov'd not her wonder; but that men grown gray 
In ſearch of wiſdam, men who own'd the ſway 3 80 
Of reaſon, men who ſtubbornly kept down 
ez Fach riſing paſſion, men who wore the gown; 
ne, 5 That they ſhould croſs her will, that they ſhould dare 

Againſt the cauſe of lnt'teſt to declare; 
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That they ſhould be ſo abject and unwiſe, 583 
Having no fear of loſs before their eyes, 

Nor hopes of gain; icorning the ready means 

Of being vicars, rectors, canons, deans, 

With all thoſe honours which on mitres wait, 

And mark the virt'ous favourites of ſtate; $99 
That they ſhould dare a Hardwicke to ſupport, 
And talk, within the hearing of a court, 

Of that vile beggar Conference, who undone 

And ſtarv'd herſelf ſtarves ev'ry wretched ſon; 
"Thisturn'd her blood to gall, this made her ſwear 595 
No more to throw away her time and care 

On wayward ſons who ſcorn'd her love, no more 
To hold her courts on Cam's ungrateful ſhore ; 

E 2ther than bear ſuch inſults, which diſgrace 

Her royalty of nature, birth, and place, 600 
Tho” Dulneſs there unrivail'd ſtate doth keep, 
Would ſhe at Wincheſter with Burton“ ſleep; 

Or, to exchange the mortifying ſcene 

Vor ſomething ſtill more dull and ſtill more mean, 
Rather than bear ſuch inſults, ſne would fly 605 
Fur, far, beyond the ſearch of Englith eye, 

And reign amongſt the Scots: to be a queen 

Is worth ambition tho' in Aberdeen. | 


* Dr. Burton was the Maſter of Wincheſter College. Wilkes 
Mad a diſpute with one even of Lord E- 's ſons, who was a5 


chce! there. See The North Briton, No. 21. 
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O! ſtay thy flight, fair Science! what tho' ſome, 


Some baſe-born children, rebels are become? 610 


All are not rebels; ſome arc duteous ſtill, 
Attend thy precepts and obey thy will: 
Thy int'reit is oppos'd by thoſe alone 

Who either know not or oppoſe their own. 

Of ſtubborn virtue, marching to thy aid, 615 
Behold in black, the liv'ry of their trade, 
Marſhall'd by Form, and by Diſcretion led, 

A grave, grave, troop, and Smith is at their head, 
Plack Smith of Trinity, on Chriſtian ground 
For faith in myſteries none more renowu'd. 620 

Next, (for the beſt of cauſes now and then 
Muſt beg aſſiſtance from the worſt of men) 

Next, (if old ſtory lies not) ſprung from Greece, 
Comes Pandarus, but comes without his niece 

Her, wretched maid! committed to his truit, 625 
To a rank letcher's coarſe and bloared luſt 

The arch, old, hoary, hypocrite had ſold, 

And thought himſelf and her well damn'd for gold. 
But (to wipe off ſuch traces from the mind, 

And make us in good humour with mankind) 630 
Leading on men who, in a college bred, 

No woman knew but thoſe which made their bed, 
Who, planted virgins on Can's virt'ous ſhore, 
Continu'd ſtill male virgins at threeſcore, 

Comes Sumpner, wile, and chaſte as chaſte can be, 
With Long, us wile, and not leſs chaſte than he. 636 
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Are there net friends, too, enter'd in thy cauſe, Sin 
Who for thy ſake defying penal laws Ar 
Were, to ſupport thy honourable plan, | 8h. 
Smuggled from Jerſey and the le of Man? 649 Nc 
Are there riot Philomaths of high degree. W. 
Who, always dumb before, ſhall fpeak for thee ? If! 
Are there not Proctors, faithful to thy will, Ti 
One of full growth, others in embryo ſtill, W 
Who may perhaps in ſome ten years or more 643 II 

Pe aſcertain'd that two and two make four, N. 
Or may a ſtill more happy method find, 
And taking one from two leave none behind ? A 

With ſuch a mighty pow'r on foot to yield 0 
Were death to manhood; better in the field 650 A 
To leave our carcailes and die with fame, B] 
Than fly, and purchaſe life on terms of ſhame: 3 


Sackvilles alone anticipate defeat, 
And ere they dare the battle found retreat. 
But if perſuaſions ineffectual prove, 655 
If arguments are vain, nor pray'rs can move, 
Yet in thy bitterneſs of frantick wo 
Why talk of Burton? why to Scotland go ? 
Is there not Oxford? ſhe with open arms 
Shall meet thy w:th, and yield up all her charms, 660 | 
Shall for thy love her former loves reſign, 
And jilt the baniſh'd Stewarts to be thine, 
Bow'd to the yoke, and, ſoon as ſhe could read, 
Tutor'd to get by heart the deſpot's creed, 


uſe, 
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dhe, of ſubjection proud, ſhall knee thy throne, 66 5 
And have no principles but thine alone ; 

She ſhall thy will implicitly receive, 

Nor act, nor ſpeak, nor think, without thy lcave. 
Where is the glory of imperial ſway 


f ſubjects none but juſt commands obey ? 670 


Then, and then only, is obedience ſeen 
When by command they dare do all that's mean: 
Hither then wing thy flight, here fix thy ſtand, 
Nor fail to bring thy Sandwich in thy band. 
Gods! with what joy, (for ſancy now ſupplies 675 

And lays the future open to my eyes) 
Gods! with what joy 1 ſce the worthies meet, 
And Brother Litchfield Brother Sandwich greet! 
Bleſs'd be your greetings, bleſs'd each dear embrace, 
Bleſs'd to yourſelves, and to the human race! 686 
Sick'ning at virtues which ſhe cannot reach, 
Which ſeem her baſcr nature to impeach, 
Let Envy, in a whirlwind's boſom hurl'd, 
Outrageous, ſearch the corners of the world, 
Ranſack the preſent times, look back to paſt, 685 
Rip up the future, and confeſs at laſt 
No times paſt, preſent, or to come, could eber 

roduce and bleſs the world with ſuch a pair! 

Philips, the good old Philips! out of breath, 

Eſcap'd from Monmouth, and eſcap'd from death, 


Shall hail his Sandwich with that virt'ous zeal, 6g2 


hat glorious ardpur for the commonweal, 


Qi 


136 THE CANDIDATE, 


Which warm'd his loyal heart and bleſs'd his tongue, 
When on his lips the cauſe of rebels hun 

Whilſt Womanhood, in habit of a nun, 695 
At Med'nham“ lies, by backward monks undone, 
A natiows reck*ning, like an alehouſe ſcore, 

Whilſt Paul the aged chalks behind a door, 
Compell'd to hire a foe to caſt it up, 

D— ſhall pour, from a communion cup, 700 
Libattons to the goddeſs without eyes, 
And hob or nob in cider and excife, 

From thoſe deep ſhades where Vanity unknown 
Doth penance for her pride, and pines alone, 
Curs'd in herſelf, by her own thoughts undone, 705 
Where ſhe ſees all bur can be ſeen by none, 

Where ſhe, no longer miſtreſs of the ſchools, 

Hears praiſe loud pealing from the mouths of fools, 
Or hears it at a diſtance, in deſpair 

To join the crowd and put in for a ſhare, 710 
Twiſting each thought a thoufand diff rent ways, 
For his new friends newmodelling old praiſe, 

* Medenham Abbey was a large houſe near Marlow in Bucks: 
it was formerly a convent of Ciſtertian monks. Sir F------ -$ 
D -d, Sir T. 58. n, P- -- IW. d, W----s, and others, 
to the number of twelve, rented the abbey. Something may 
be conjectured of the life they led from theſe lines. If Churchill 
built them upon the relation of his friend W ---s, the latter 
could only have learxed the tale from report, for his morality 
of cyurie quitted the Franciſcans (ſo called from Sir not St. 
Francis) before they deſerved this laſh from the ſatiriſt. Some- 


thing more vf the Holy Brotherhood may be ſeen in Chr. al, 
vol. iii. p. 170. 
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Where frugal ſenſe ſo very fine is ſpun 
It ſerves twelve hours, tho' not enough for one, 
King ſhall ariſe, and burſting from the dead 715 
Shall hurl his pickbald Latin at thy head. 

Burton {whilſt awkward affectations hung 
In gacint and labour'd accents on his tongue, 
Who 'gainft their will make junior blockheadsſpeak, 
Ion'rant of both, neve Latin and new Greek, 720 
Not ſuch as was in Greece and Latium known, 
[{tring, 
Who threads like beads looſe thoughts on ſuch 4 
Their praiſe and cenſure nothing, ev'ry thing, 


Put of a modern cut, and all his own, 


Pantomime thoughts, and ſtyle fo full of trick, 725 

They ev'n make a Merry Andrew ik, 

Thoughts all ſo dull, ſo pliant in their growth, 

They're verſe, they 're proſe, they're neither, and 
they 're both) | 

Shall (cho' by Nature ever loath to praiſe) 

Thy curious worth ſet forth in corious parale, 730 

Obſcurcly Q:ff ſhall preſs poor Senſe to death, 

Or in long periods run her out of breath, 

Shall wake a babe for which, with all his fame, 

Adam could not have found a proper name, 


Whit, beating out his features to a ſmile, 734 


le hugs the baſtard brat, and calls it Style. 


Huſti'd be all nature as the land of Death, 
Let each ſtream ficep, and each wind hold his breath, 
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Be the bells muffled, nor one ſound of care, 
Preſſing for audience, wake the ſlumb'ring air, 740 
Browne comes — Behold how cautiouſly he creeps — 
How ſlow he walks, and yet how faſt he ſleeps — 


But to thy praiſe in ſleep he ſhall agree; 


He cannot wake, but he ſhall dream of thee, 
Phyſick, her head with opiate poppiescrown'd, 745 

Her loins by the chaſte matron Camphire bound, 

Phyſick, obtaining ſuccour from the pen 

Of her ſoft ſon, her gentle Heberden! 


If there are men who can thy virtue know, 


Yet ſpite of virtue treat thee as a foe, 750 
Shall like a ſcholar ſtop their rebel breath, 
And in each recipe ſend claſſick death. 
So deep in knowledge, that few lines can ſound 
And plumb the bottom of that vaſt profound, 
Few grave ones with ſuch gravity can think, 735 
Or follow half ſo faſt as he can ſink, 
With nice diſtinctions gloſſing o'er the text, 
Obſcure with meaning, and in words perplext, 
With ſubtleties on ſubtletics refin'd, 
Meant to divide and ſubdivide the mind, 
Keeping the forwardneſs of youth in awe, 
The ſcowling Blackſtone bears the train of law. 
Divinity, enrob'd in college-fur, 
In her right hand A New Court Kalendar, 
Bound like a book of pray'r, thy coming waits, 765 
With all her pack, to hyma thee 1n the gates, 
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Loyalty, fix'd on Iſis' alter'd ſhore, 
A ſtranger long, but ſtranger now no more, 
Shall pitch her tabernacle, and with eyes 
Brimtul of rapture view her new allies, 770 
Shall with much pleaſure and more wonder view | 
Men great at court and great at Oxford too. 

O ſacred Loyalty! accurs'd be thoſe 
Who ſeeming friends turn out thy deadlieſt foes, 
Who proſtitute to kings thy honour'd name, 775 
And ſooth their paſſions to betray their fame! 

Nor prais'd be thoſe to whoſe proud nature clings 
Contempt of government and hate of kings, 

Who willing to be free, not knowing how, 

A ſtrange intemperance of zeal avow, 780 
And ſtart at Loyalty, as at a word 

Which without danger Freedom never heard, 

Vain errours of vain men wild both extremes, 
And to the ſtate not wholeſome, like the dreams 
Chiidren of night, of indigeſtion bred, | 785 
Which, reaſon clouded, ſeize and turn the head; 
Loyalty without Freedom is a chain 
Which men of lib'ral notice cann't ſuſtain, 

And Freedom without Loyalty a name 


Which nothing means, or means licentious ſhame. 790 
'Chine be the art, my Sandwich! thine the toil, 

n Oxford's ſtubborn aud untoward ſoil 

To rear this plant of union, till at length, 

Rooted by time and foſter'd into {trength, 
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Shooting aloft, all danger it defies, 795 


And proudly lifts its branches to the ſkies; 

Whilſt, Wiſdom's happy ſon, but not her ſlave, 
Gay with the gay, and with the grave ones grave, 
Free from the dull impertinence of thought, 
Beneath that ſhade which thy own labours wrought, 


And faſhion'd into ſtrength, ſhalt thou repoic, 801 


Secure of lib'ral praiſe, ſince Iſis lows 
True to ber Thame, as duty hath decreed, 
Nor longer, like a harlot, luſt for Tweed, 


And thoſe old wreaths which Oxford once dar'd twine | 


To grace a Stewart brow ſhe plants on thine, &c6 


| twine | 


806 
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) ome of my friends, (far friends I mult fuppoſe 

All who, not daring to appear uy foes, 

Feign great good will, and, not more full of ſpite 

Than full of craft, under falſe colours fight) 

Some of my friends, (ſo laviſhly I print) 5 

As more in ſorrow than in anger, hint * 

Tho' that indeed will ſcarce admit a doubt) 

That l ſhall run my ſtock of genius out, 

My no great ſtock, and, publiſhing ſo faſt, 

Muil needs become a bankrnpt at the laſt, 10 
Ihe huſvandman, to ſpare a thankful ſoil, 

Which rich in diſpoſition pays his toil 

«ore than an hundred-fold, which ſwells his ſtore 

© Evo to his with, and makes his barns run o'er, 


— — 


4 By long experience taught, who teaches beſt, 13 


© Forcgoes his hopes a while and gives it reſt; 

« Phe land allow'd its loſſes to repair, . 

© Reireſh'd, and full in ſtrength, delights to wear 

« A ſecond youth, and to the farmer's eyes 

« Bids richer crops and double harveſts rife. 20 
Nor think this practice to the carth confin'd, 

ted reaches to the culture of the mind. 

Ahe mind of man craves reſt, and cannot bear, 

© Tho" next in pow'r to God's, continual care. 

1e 


Genius himſelf (nor here let Genius frown) 25 
Mauſt, to enſure his vigour, be laid down, 
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48 and ſallow'd well: had Churchill known but this, 
«© Which the moſt flight obſerver ſcarce could mils, 


© He might have flouriſh'd twenty years or more, A 
© Tho' now, alas! poor man! worn out in four.” 30 I P 
Recover'd from the vanity of youth _ T 

I feel, alas! this melancholy truth, 0 
Thanks to each cordial, each adviſing friend, N 
And am, if not too late, reſolv'd to mend, R 
Reſolv'd to give ſome reſpite to my pen, 33 1 
Apply myſelf once more to books and men, 1 
View what 1s preſent, what is paſt review, ( 
And, my old ſtock exhauſted, lay in new. S] 
For twice fix moons, (let winds, turn'd porters, beat F 

This oath to heav'n) for twice ſix moons, | ſwear, 30 R 

No Muſe ſhail tempt me with her Siren lay, > 

Nor draw me from improvement's thorny way; A 


Verſe 1 abjure, nor will forgive that friend 
Who in my hearing ſhall a rhyme commend, 
it cannot be whether J will or no, 45 

Such as they are, my thoughts in meaſure flow. 
Convinc'd, determin'd, I in proſe begin, 

But ere J write one ſentence verſe creeps in, 

And taints me thro' and thro'! By this good light 
In verſe I talk by day, | dream by night! 30 
If now and then | curſe, my curſes chime, P 
Nor can I pray unleſs | pray in rhyme. 
Ev'n now I err, in ſpite of common ſenſe, 
And my confeihon doubles my offence, 

2 
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t this, Reſt then, my Friends! —ſpare, ſpare your preci- 
miſs, - ous breath, 55 
ore, And be your ſlumbers not leſs ſound than death; 


-” zo Perturbed ſpirits, reſt, nor thus appear 
To waſte your counſels in a ſpendthrift's ear; 
On your grave leſſons I cannot ſubſiſt, 


Nor ev'n in verſe become economiſt. 66 


Reſt then, my Friends! nor, hateful to my eyes, 
35 Jet Envy in the ſhape of Pity riſe, 
To blaſt me ere my time. With patience wait, 
('Tis no long interval) propitious Fate 
Shall glut your pride, and ev'ry ſon of phlegm 6g 
Find ample room to cenſure and condemn. 
Read ſome three hundred lines, (no eaſy taſk, 
But probably the laſt that I ſhall aſk) 
And give me up for ever. Wait one hour, 


Nay not ſo much, revenge 1s in your pow'r, 79 
F And ye may cry, ere Time hath turn'd his glaſs, 
1; Wo! what we prophciy'd is come to paſs, 
ow. Let thoſe who poetry in poems claim 


Or not read this or only read to blame; 
Let thoſe who are by fiction's charms enflav'd 75 
i light Return me thanks for haif-a-crown well ſav'd; 

zo Let thoſe who love a little gall in rhyme 

Pollpone their purchaſe now, and call next time; 

Let thoſe who, void of nature, look for art, 

Take up their money, and in peace depart; 80 

Let thoſe who energy of diction prize 

for Billinſgate quit Flexncy, and be wiſe: 

Felume J. | R 
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Here is no lie, no gall, no art, no force, I 
Mean are the words, and ſuch as come of courſe, _ 8 
The ſubject not leſs ſimple than the lay; 85 I 
A plain unlabour'd Journey of a Day. £ 
Far from me now be ev'ry tuneful maid, 

I neither aſk nor can receive their aid. * 
Pegaſus, turn'd into a common hack, I 
Alone I jog, and keep the beaten track, oo fl ! 

Nor would I have the Siſters of the Hill 

Behold their bard in ſuch a diſhabille ; * 
Abſent, but only abſent for a time, JI. 
Let them careſs ſome dearer ſon of rhyme; I. 
Let them, as far as decency permits, 95 1. 
Without ſuſpicion play the fool with wits, N 
Gainſt fools be guarded; tt is a certain rule U 


Wits are ſafe things; there's danger in a fool. I 

Let them, tho' modeſt, Gray more modeſt woo; * 
Let them with Maſon bleat, and bray, and coo; 100 D 
Let them with Franklin, proud of ſome ſmall Greek, MW 


Make Sophocles diſguis'd in Engliſh ſpeak ; * 
Let them with Glover o'er Medea doze; B 
Let them with Dodſley wail Cleone's woes, N 


Whilſt he, fine feeling creature! all in tears, 105 VV 
Melts as they melt, and weeps with weeping peers; W V 
Let them with ſimple Whitehead, taught to creep * 
Silent and ſoft, lay Fontenelle aſleep; 

Let them with Browne + contrive, nowulgar trick, 
To cure the dead and make the living fick; I19 


1 He wrote an ode called The Cure of Saul. 
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Let them, in charity, to Murphy give 

Some old French piece, that he may ſteal and live; 
Let them with antick Foote ſubſcriptions get, 

And advertiſe a ſummerhouſe of wit. 

Thus, or in any better way they pleaſe, 115 
Wit cheſe great men, or with great men like theſe, 
Let them their appetite for laughter feed; 
hon my Journey all alone proceed. 

If taſhionable grown, and fond of pow'r, 
With-hum'rous Scots let them diſport their hour; 120 
Let them dance, fairy-like, round Ofhan's tomb; 
Let them forge lics and hiſtories for Hume; 

Let them with Hume, the very prince of verſe! 
Make ſomething like a tragedy in Erſe; 

Under dark allegory's flimſy veil I25 
Let them with Ogilvie ſpin out a tale 

Of rueful length; let them plain things obſcure, 
Debaſe what 's truly rich, and what is poor 

Make poorer {til} by jargon moſt uncouth; 

With ev'ry pert prim prettineſs of youth, 130 
Born of falſe Taſte, with Fancy (like a child 

Not knowing what it cries ſor) running wild, 

With bloated ſtyle, by Affectation taught, 

With much falſe colouring and little thought, 

With phraſes ſtrange, and dialect decreed 8 
By Reaſon never to have paſs'd the Tweed, 

With words which Nature meant each other's foe, 


Forc'd to compound whether they will or no; 
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With ſach materidls let them, if they will, 

To prove at once their pleaſantry and ſkill, 140 
Build up a bard to war gainſt common ſenſe, 

By way of compliment to Providence; 

Let them with Armſtrong, taking leave of ſenſe, 
Read muſty lectures on Benevolence, 

Or con the pages of his gaping Day, 145 

Where all his former fame was thrown away, 
Where all but barren labour was forgot, 

And the vain ſtiffneſs of a letter'd Scot; 

Let them with Armſtrong paſs the term of light, 
But not one hour of darkneſs : when the night 159 
Suſpends this mortal coil, when Mem'ry wakes, 
When for our paſt miſdoings Conſcience takes 
A deep revenge, when, by Reflection led, 

She draws his curtains and looks Comfort dead, 
Let ev'ry Muſe be gone; in vain he turns, 155 
And tries to pray for fleep; an Ana burns, 

A more than Etna, in his coward breaſt, 

And guilt with vengeance arm'd forbids him reſt: 
Tho' ſoft as plumage from young Zephyr's wing 


His couch ſeems hard, and no relief can bring; 169 | 


Ingratitude hath planted daggers there 

No good man can deſerve, no brave man bear. 
Thus, or in any better way they pleaſe, 

With theſe great men, or with great men like theſe, 

Let them their appetite for laughter feed; 

Jon 3 Journey all alone proceed, Wl 
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